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TO EDMUND CLERIHEW BENTLEY. 

A cloud was on the mind of men. 

And wailmg went the weather. 

Yea, a sick cloud upon the soul 
When we were boys together. 

Science announced nonentity 
And art admired decay ; 

The world was old and ended : 

But you and I were gay , 

Round us m antic order 
Crippled vices came — 

Lust that had lost its laughter. 

Fear that had lost its shame 
Like the white lock of Whistler, 

That lit our aimless gloom. 

Men showed their own white feather 
As proudly as a plume. 

Life was a fly that faded. 

And death a drone that stung ; 

The world was very old mdeed 
When you and I were young. 

They twisted even decent sm 
To shapes not to be named ; 

Men were ashamed of honour ; 

But we were not ashamed. 

Weak if we were and foohsh. 

Not thus we failed, not thus ; 
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When that black Baal blocked the heavens 
He had no hymns from us. 

Children we werc^ — our forts of sand 
Were even as weak as we. 

High as they wmit we piled them up 
To break that bitter sea. 

Fools as we were in motley. 

All jangling and absurd. 

When all church bells were silent 
Our cap and bells were heard. 

Not all unhelped we held the fort. 

Our tmy flags tmfiirled ; 

Some giants laboured m that cloud 
To lift it from the world. 

I find agam the book we found, 

I feel the hour that flmgs 
Far out of fish-shaped Paumanok 
Some cry of cleaner thmgs ; 

And the Green Carnation withered. 

As m forest fires that pass. 

Roared m the wmd of all the world 
Ten milhon leaves of grass ; 

Or sane and sweet and sudden as 
A bird smgs m the ram — 

Truth out of Tusitala spoke 
And pleasure out of pam. 

Yea, cool and clear and sudden as 
A bird smgs m the grey. 

Dimedm to Samoa spoke. 

And darkness unto day. 

But we were young ; we lived to see 
God break their bitter charms 
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God aad the good Repubhc 
Come nding back m arms : 

We have seen the City of Mansoul, 

Even as it rocked, relieved — 

Blessed are they who did not see. 

But being bhnd, beheved. 

This is a tale of those old fears. 

Even of those emptied hells. 

And none but you shall understand 
The true thmg that it tells — 

Of what colossal gods of shame 
Could cow men and yet crash. 

Of what huge devils hid the stars. 

Yet fell at a pistol flash 
The doubts that were so plain to chase. 

So dreadful to withstand — 

Oh, who shall understand but you ; 

Yea, who shall understand 
The doubts that drove us through the mght 
As we two talked amam. 

And day had broken on the streets 
E*er It broke upon the brain. 

Between us, by the peace of God, 

Such truth can now be told ; 

Yea, there is strength m sinking root. 

And good m growmg old 
We have found common thmgs at last. 

And marnage and a creed. 

And I may safely wnte it now. 

And you may safely read 


G. K 
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CHAPTER I 


THE TWO POETS OF SAFFRON PARK 

The suburb of Safirou Park lay on the sunset 
side of London, as red and ragged as a cloud of 
sunset. It was built of a bright bnck throughout ; 
its skyline was fantastic, and even its ground plan 
was '^d. It had been the outburst of a specu- 
lative builder, faintly tinged with art, who called 
its architecture sometunes Elizabethan and some- 
times Queen Anne, apparently under the impres- 
sion that the two sovereigns were identical. It 
was described with some justice as an artistic 
colony, though it never in any definable way 
produced any art But although its pretensions 
to be an intellectual centre were a httle vague, ite 
pretensions to be a pleasant place were quite 
indisputable The stranger who looked for the 
first time at the quamt red houses could only 
think how very oddly shaped the people must be 
who could fit m to them. Nor when he met the 
people was he disappointed in this respect. The 
place »was not only pleasant, but perfect, if once 
he could regard it not as a deception but rather 
as a dream. Even if the people were not “ artists,” 
the whole was nevertheless artistic. That young 

11 



THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY 

man with the long, auburn hair and the unpudent 
face — ^that young man was not really a poet ; but 
surely he was a poem. That old gentleman with 
the Wd, white beard and the wild, white hat — 
that venerable humbug was not really a philoso- 
pher ; but at least he was the cause of philosophy 
in others. That scientthc gentleman with the 
bal^, egg-hke head and the bare, bird-hke neck 
had'no real right to the airs of science that he 
assumed. He had not discovered anything new 
in biology; but what biological creature could 
he have discovered more smgular than hims elf ? 
Thus, and thus only, the whole place had properly 
to be regarded; it had to be considered not so 
much as a workshop for artists, but as a frail but 
finished work of art. A man who stepped into 
its social atmosphere felt as if he had stepped 
into a written comedy. 

More especially this attractive unreahty fell 
upon it about nightfall, when the extravagant 
roofs were dark against the afterglow and the 
whole insane village seemed as separate as a 
dnftmg cloud. This again was more strongly 
true of the many mghts of local festivity, when 
the httle gardens w^e often illummated, and the 
big Chmese lanterns glowed in the dwarfish trees 
hke some fierce and monstrous fruit. And this 
was strongest of all on one particular evemng, 
still vaguely remembered in the locahty, of which 
the aubum-haired poet was the hero- It was 
not by any means the only evemng of which he 
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was the hero. On many ni^ts those passing by 
his httle back garden might hear his high* didactic 
voice laying down the law to men and parttcularly 
to women. The attitude of women in such cases 
was indeed one of the paradoxes of the place 
Most of the women were of the kind vaguely 
called emancipated, and professed some protest 
against male supremacy. Yet these new women 
would always pay to a man the extravagant 
compliment which no ordmary woman ever pays 
to him, that of hstening while he is talking. And 
Mr. Lucian Gregory, the red-haired poet, was 
really (m some sense) a man worth hstenmg to, 
even if one only laughed at the end of it. He 
put the old cant of the lawlessness of art and the 
art of lawlessness with a certam impudent fresh- 
ness which gave at least a momentary pleasure. 
He was helped in some degree by the arresting 
oddity of his appearance, which he worked, as 
the phrase goes, for all it was worth. Hts dark 
red hair parted in the nuddle was hteraUy like a 
woman’s, and curved mto the slow curls of a 
vtrgm in a pre-Raphaelite picture. From within 
this almost samtly oval, however, his face pro- 
jected suddenly broad and brutal, the chm earned 
forward with a look of cockney contempt. This 
combmation at once tickled and temfied the 
nerves of a neurotic population. He seemed like 
a walkmg blasphemy, a blend of the angel and 
the ape. 

This particular evemng, if it is remembered for 
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notibing else, will be remembered in that place for 
its strange simset. It looked like the end of the 
world. All the heaven seemed covered with a 
quite vivid and palpable plumage; you could 
only say that the sky was full of feathers, and of 
feathers that almost brushed the face. Across 
the great part of the dome they were grey, with 
the strangest tints of violet and mauve and an 
unnatural pink or pale green; but towards the 
west the whole grew past description, transparent 
and passionate, and the last red-hot plumes of it 
covered up the sun hke something too good to be 
seen. The whole was so close about the earth, 
as to express nothing but a violent secrecy. The 
very empyrean seemed to be a secret. It ex- 
pressed that splendid smallness which is the soul 
of local patriotism. The very sky seemed small. 

I say that there are some inhabitants who may 
remember the evemng if only by that oppres^ve 
sky. There are others who may remember it 
because it marked the first appearance m the 
place of the second poet of SaSron Park. For 
a long time the red-haired revolutionary had 
reigned without a rival ; it was upon the mght 
of the sunset that his sohtude suddenly ended. 
The new poet, who introduced himself by the 
name of Gabriel Syme, was a very mild-looldng 
mortal, with a fair, pomted beard and faint, 
yellow hair. But an impression grew that he 
was less meek than he looked. He signalized his 
entrance by differmg with the established poet, 
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Grregory, upon the whole nature of poetry. He 
siSaid that he (Syme) was a poet of law, a poet of 
order ; nay, he said he was a poet of respectabihly. 
So alt the Saffiron Parkers looked at him as if he 
had that moment fallen out of that impossible sky. 

In fact, Mr. Lucian Gregory, the anarchic 
poet, connected the two events. 

“ It may well be,** he said, m his sudden lyrical 
manner, “it may well be on such a m^t of 
clouds and cruel colours that there is brought 
forth upon the earth such a portent as a respect- 
able poet. You say you are a poet of law ; I say 
you are a contradiction in terms I only wonder 
there were not comets and earthquakes on the 
mght you appeared in this garden.’* 

The man with the meek blue eyes and the pale, 
pomted beard endured these thunders with a 
certam submissive solemmty. The third party 
of the group, Gregory’s sister Rosamond, who 
had her brother’s braids of red hair, but a kmdher 
face underneath them, laughed with such mixture 
of a dmir ation and disapproval as she gave com- 
monly to the family oracle. 

Gregory resumed m high oratorical good- 
humour. 

“An artist is identical with an anarchist,” he 
cried. “ You might transpose the words any- 
where. An anarchist is an artist The man who 
throws a bomb is an artist, because he prefers a 
great moment to everythmg. He sees how much 
more valuable is one burst of blazmg h^t, one 
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peal of perfect thunder, than the mere common 
bodies of a few shapeless pohcemen. An axti^ 
disregards all governments, abohshes all conven- 
tions. The poet dehghts in disorder only. If it 
were not so, the most poetical thmg m the world 
would be the Underground Railway.” 

“ So It is,” said Mr. Syme. 

“ Nonsense ! ” said ^egory, who was very 
^rational when anyone else attempted paradox. 
“ Why do all the clerks and navvies m the railway 
trains look so sad and tired, so very sad and 
tired ? I will teU you. It is because they know 
that the tram is gomg ri^t. It is because they 
know that whatever place they have taken a 
ticket for that place they wiU reach It is because 
after they have passed Sloane Square they know 
that the next station must be Victoria, and nothing 
but Victoria Oh, their wild rapture ! oh, their 
eyes like stars and their souls agam m Eden, if the 
next station were unaccountably Baker Street ! ” 

“ It is you who are unpoetical,” rephed the 
poet Syme. “ If what you say of clerks is true, 
they can only be as prosaic as your poetry. The 
rare, strange thmg is to hit the mark ; the gross, 
obvious thmg is to miss it. We feel it is epical 
when man with one wild arrow stakes a distant 
bird Is It not also epical when man with one 
wild engme stakes a distant station Chaos is 
dull ; because m chaos the tram mi ght mdeed go 
an3rwhere, to Baker Street or to Bagdad. But 
man is a magician, and his whole magic is m this, 
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that he does say Victoria, and lo ! it is Victoria. 
No, take your books of mere poetry and pros? 
let me read a time table, with tears of pride. 
Take your Byron, who commemorates the defeats 
of man ; give me Bradshaw, who commemorates 
his victories- Give me Bradshaw, I say ! ” 

“ Must you go ? ” mquired Gregory sarcas- 
tically. 

“ I tell you,” went on Syme with passion, 
“ that every time a train comes in I feel that it 
has broken past batteries of besiegers, and that 
man has won a battle agamst chaos You say 
contemptuously that when one has left Sloane 
Square one must come to Victoria I say that 
one might do a thousand things instead, and that 
whenever I really come there I have the sense of 
hair-breadth escape. And when I hear the 
guard shout out the word ‘ Victoria,’ it is not an 
unmeanmg word. It is to me the cry of a herald 
announcmg conquest. It is to me mdeed ‘ Vic- 
toria * , It IS the victory of Adam.” 

Gregory wagged his heavy, red head with a 
slow and sad smile 

“ And even then,” he said, “ we poets always 
ask the question, ‘ And what is Victoria now that 
you have got ^ere ’ You think Victoria is 
hke the New Jerusalem. We know that the 
New Jerusalem will only be like Victoria. 
Yes, the poet will be discontented even m 
the streets of heaven. The poet is always m 
revolt ” 
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“ There again,” s^d Syme irritably, “ what is 
th&e poetical about being m revolt ? You might 
as well say that it is poetical to be sea-sick. 
Bemg sibk is a revolt. Both bemg sick and being 
rebellious may be the wholesome thmg on certam 
d^perate occasions ; but I’m hanged if I can see 
why they are poetical. Revolt in the abstract 
is — revolting. It’s mere vomiting ” 

The giri winced for a flash at the unpleasant 
word, but Syme was too hot to heed her. 

“ It is thmgs going right,” he cned, “ that is 
poetical ! Our digestions, for instance, gomg 
sacredly and silently right, that is the foundation 
of all poetry. Yes, the most poetical thmg, more 
poetical than the flowers, more poetical than the 
stars — the most poetical thmg in the world is not 
being sick ” 

“ Really,” said Gregory supercihously, “ the 
examples you choose 

“ I beg your pardon,” said Syme grimly, “ I 
forgot we had abohshed aU conventions ” 

For the first time a red patch appeared on 
Gregory’s forehead. 

“ You don’t expect me,” he said, “ to revolu- 
tionize society on this lawn ? ” 

Syme looked straight into his eyes and smiled 
sweetly. 

“ No, I don’t,” he said , “ but I suppose that if 
you were senous about your anarchism, that is 
exactly what you would do.” 

Gregory’s big bull’s eyes blinked suddenly hke 
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those of an angry lion, and one could almost 
fancy that his red mane rose. 

** Don’t you think, then,” he said in a dangerous 
voice, ** that I am serious about my anarchism ? ” 

“ I beg your pardon ? ” said Syme. 

** Am I not serious about my anarchism ? ” 
cried Gregory, with knotted fists. 

“ My dear fellow ! ” said Syme, and strolled 
away. 

With surprise, but with a curious pleasure, he 
foimd Rosamond Ghegory stiU in his company. 

“Mr. Syme,” she said, “do the people who 
talk like you and my brother often mean what 
they say ? Do you mean what you say now ? ” 

Syme smiled. 

“ Do you ? ” he asked. 

“ What do you mean ? ” asked the girl, with 
grave eyes. 

“ My dear Miss Gregory,” said Syme genfiy, 
“there are many kmds of smcenty and insmcerity. 
When you say * thank you * for the salt, do you 
mean what you say ? No. When you say ‘ the 
world is round,’ do you mean what you say ? 
No. It IS true, but you don’t mean it Now, 
sometimes a man hke your brother really finds a 
thing he does mean. It may be only a half- 
truth, quarter-truth, tenth-truth; but then he 
says more than he means — from sheer force of 
meaning it.” 

She was looking at him from under level brows ; 
her face was grave and open, and there had fallen 
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upon It the shadow of that unreasoning responsi- 
bility which IS at the bottom of the most frivolous 
woman, the maternal watch which is as old as 
the world. 

** Is he really an anarchist, then ? ” she asked. 

Only in that sense I speak of,” r^hed Syme ; 
“ or if you prefer it, m that nonsense.” 

She drew her broad brows together and said 
abruptly — 

“ He wouldn’t really use — bombs or that sort 
of thmg ? ” 

Syme broke mto a great lau^ that seemed too 
large for his slight and somewhat dandified *figure. 

“ Good Lord, no I ” he said, ** that has to be 
done anonymously ” 

And at that the comers of her own mouth 
broke mto a smile, and she thou^t with a simul- 
taneous pleasure of Gregory’s absurdity and of 
his safety. 

Syme strolled with her to a seat m the comer 
of ^e garden, and contmued to pour out his 
opimons. For he was a smcere man, and m spite 
of his superficial airs and graces, at root a humble 
one. And it is always the humble man who talks 
too much , the proud man watches himself too 
closely He defended respectabihty with violence 
and ex agg eration He grew passionate m his 
praise of tidmess and propriety All the 
there was a smell of Mac all round him. Once 
he heard very famtly m some distant street a 
barrel-organ begm to play, and it seemed to him 
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that his heroic words were moviag to a tiny tune 
from imder or beyond the world. 

He stared and talked at the girFs red hair and 
amused face for what seemed to be a few minutes ; 
and then, feeling that the groups m such a place 
should mix, rose to his feet. To his astonish- 
ment, he discovered the whole garden empty. 
Everyone had gone long ago, and he went himself 
with a rather hurried apology. He left with a 
sense of champagne in his head, which he could 
not afterwards explain. In the wild events which 
were to follow this girl had no part at all; he 
never saw her again imtil all his tale was over. 
And yet, in some indescribable way, she kept 
recurring like a motive m music through all his 
mad adventures afterwards, and the ^ory of her 
strange hair ran like a red thread throu^ those 
dark and lU-drawn tapestries of the mght. For 
what followed was so improbable that it mi^t 
well have been a dream. 

When Syme went out into the starht street, he 
found It for the moment empty. Then he reahsed 
(m some odd way) that the silence was rather a 
hvmg silence than a dead one. Directly outside 
the door stood a street lamp, whose ^eam gilded 
the leaves of the tree that bent out over the fence 
behmd him. About a foot from the lamp-post 
stood a figure almost as rigid and motionless 
as the lamp-post itself. The tall hat and long 
frock-coat were black; the face, m an abrupt 
shadow, was almost as dark. Only a frmge of 
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fiery hair against the li^t, and also something 
aggressive in the attitdde, proclaimed that it was the 
poet Gregory. He had somethmg of the look of 
a masked bravo waiting sword in hand for his foe. 

He made a sort of doubtful salute, which Syme 
somewhat more formally returned. 

** I was waitmg for you,” said Ghegory. “ Might 
I have a moment’s conversation ? ” 

“ Certainly. About what ? ” asked Syme in a 
sort of weak wonder. 

Gregory struck out with his stick at the lamp- 
post, and then at the tree. 

“ About this and this** he cried ; ** about order 
and anarchy. There is your precious order, that 
lean, iron lamp, u^y and barren ; and there is 
anardiy, ridi, living, reproducing itself— there is 
anarchy, splendid m green and gold.” . 

“All the same,” replied Syme patiently, “just 
at present you only see the tree by the light of 
the lamp. I wonder when you would ever see 
the lamp by the hght of the tree.” Then after a 
pause he said, “ But may I ask if you have been 
standmg out here m the dark only to resume our 
httle argument ? ” 

“ No,” cried out Gregory, m a voice that rang 
down the street, “ I did not stand here to resume 
our argument, but to end it for ever.” 

The silence fell agam, and Syme, though he 
understood nothmg, hstened mstmctively for 
somethmg senous. Gregory began in a smooth 
voice and with a rather bewildering smile. 
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“ Mr. Syme,” lie said, “ this evening you 
succeeded in doing something radier remarkable. 
You did something to me that no man bom of 
woman has ever succeeded m doing before.’* 

“ Indeed ! ** 

“Now I remember,” resumed Gregory reflec- 
tively, “ one other person succeeded m domg it. 
The captam of a penny steamer (if I remember 
correctly) at Southend. You have irritated me.” 

“ I am very sorry,’* replied Syme with gravity. 

“ I am afraid my fury and your insult are too 
shockmg to be wiped out even with an apology,” 
said Gregory very calmly, “ No duel could wipe 
It out. If I struck you dead I could not wipe it 
out. There is only one way by which that insult 
can be erased, and that way I choose. I am 
gomg, at the possible sacnflce of my life and 
honour, to prove to you that you were wrong m 
what you said.” 

“ In what I said ? *’ 

“ You said I was not serious about being an 
anarchist.” 

“ There are degrees of seriousness,” rephed 
S3mie. “ I have never doubted that you were 
perfectly smcere m this sense, that you thought 
what you said well worth saymg, that you thought 
a paradox might wake men up to a neglected 
truth.” 

Gregory stared at him steadily and painfully. 

“ And m no other sense,” he asked, “ you think 
me serious ? You think me a fldneur who lets 
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fall occasional truths. You do not think that in 
a deeper, a more deadly sense, 1 am serious ** 

Syme struck his stick violently on the stones of 
the road. 

“ Serious I ** he cried. ** Good Lord ! is this 
street serious ? Are these damned Chmese lan- 
terns serious ? Is the whole caboodle serious ? 
One comes here and talks a pack of bosh, and 
perhaps some sense as well, but I should think 
very little of a man who didn’t ke^ something m 
the background of his hfe that was more senous 
than all this talking — somethmg more serious, 
whether it was rehgion or only drink.” 

” Very well,” said Gregory, his face darkening, 
** you shall see something more serious than either 
drmk or rdigion ” 

Syme stood waiting with his usual air of mild- 
ness until Gregory agam opened his hps 

“ You spoke just now of havmg a rehgion. Is 
It really true that you have one ? ” 

” Oh,” said Syme with a beammg smile, ** we 
are all Cathohcs now.” 

“ Then may I ask you to swear by whatever 
gods or saints your rdigion involves that you wiU 
not reveal what I am now gomg to teU you to any 
son of Adam, and especially not to the pohce ? 
Win you swear that! If you will take upon 
yourself this awful abnegation, if you will consent 
to burden your soul with a vow that you should 
never make and a knowledge you should never 

dream about, I will promise you m return ** 
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“ You will promise me in return ? ” mquired 
Syme, as the other paused. 

“ I will promise you a very entertaining 
evenmg.” 

Syme suddenly took off his hat. 

“ Your offer,” he said, “ is far too idiotic to be 
declined. You say that a poet is always an 
anarchist. I disagree ; but I hope at least that he 
is always a sportsman. Permit me, here and 
now, to swear as a Christian, and promise as a 
good comrade and a fellow-artist, that I will not 
report anythmg of this, whatever it is, to the 
police. And now, in the name of Colney Hatch, 
what is it ? ” 

“ I thmk,” said Gregory, with placid irrele- 
vancy, “ that we will call a cab.” 

He gave two long whistles, and a hansom came 
ratthng down the road. The two got mto it m 
silence. Gregory gave through the trap the 
address of an obscure pubhc-house on the Chis- 
wick bank of the river. The cab whisked itself 
away agam, and m it these two fantastics quitted 
their fantastic town. 
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CHAPTER H 


THE SECRET OF GABRIEL SYME 

Tqe cab pulled up before a particularly dreary and 
greasy beershop, into wMch Gregory rapidly 
conducted his companion. They seated them'* 
selves in a close and dim sort of bar-parlour, at a 
stained wooden table with one wooden leg. The 
room was so small and dark, that very httle could 
be seen of the attendant who was summoned, 
beyond a vague and dark impression of somethmg 
bulky and bearded. 

“ Will you take a little supper ? ” asked 
Gregory pohtely. “ The p&ti de foie gras is not 
good here, but I can recommend the game.*’ 

Syme received the remark with stohdity, imag- 
inmg It to be a joke. Accepting the vein of 
humour, he said, with a well-bred mdifference — 
“ Oh, bnng me some lobster mayonnaise.” 

To his mdescnbable astonishment, the man 
only said, “ Certainly, sir ! ” and went away 
apparently to get it. 

What will you drink ” resumed Gregory, 
with the same careless yet apologetic air. “ I 
shall only have a crime de menthe myself; I have 
dmed. But the champagne can really be trusted 
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Do let me start you with a half-bottle of Pommery 
at least ? ” 

** Thank you ! *’ said the motionless Syme. 
" You are very good.’* 

His further attempts at conversation^ somewhat 
disorganized in thems^ves, were cut short finally 
as by a thunderbolt by the actual appearance of the 
lobster. Syme tasted it, and found it particularly 
good. Then he suddenly began to eat with great 
rapidity and appetite. 

“ Excuse me if I enjoy mysdf rather obviously ! ” 
he said to Gregory, smiling. ** I don’t often have 
the luck to have a dream like this. It is new to me 
for a mghtmare to lead to a lobster. It is com- 
monly the other way.” 

“You are not asleep, I assure you,” said 
Gregory. “You are, on the contrary, close to 
the most actual and rousmg moment of your 
existence. Ah, here comes your champagne ! I 
admit that there may be a sh^t disproportion, 
let us say, between the inner arrangements of this 
excellent hotdl and its simple and unpretentious 
extenor. But that is all our modesty. We are 
the most modest men that ever lived on earth.” 

“And who are wc?” asked Syme, emptymg 
his champagne glass. 

“ It is quite simply* rqplied Gregory. “ We 
are the senous anarchists, m whom you do not 
beheve.” 

“ Oh 1 ” said Syme shortly. “ You do your- 
selves well m dnnks.” 
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“ Yes, we are seriotis about everytbing,*’ 
answered Gregory. 

Hien after a pause he added — 

“ If in a few moments this table begins to turn 
round a little, don’t put it down to your inroads 
into the champagne. I don’t wish you to do 
yourself an injustice ” 

“ Well, if I am not drunk, I am mad,” rephed 
Syme with perfect calm ; “but I trust I can 
behave like a gendeman in either condition. 
May I smoke ? ” 

“ Certainly I ” said Gregory, producing a mgar- 
case. “ Try one of mine.” 

Syme took the cigar, chpped the end off with a 
dgar-cutter out of his waistcoat pocket, put it m 
his mouth, ht it slowly, and let out a long cloud 
of smoke. It is not a little to his credit that he 
performed these ntes with so much composure, 
for almost before he had begun them the table 
at which he sat had begun to revolve, first slowly, 
and then rapidly, as if at an msane s6ance. 

“ You must not mind it,” said Gregory ; “ it’s 
a kmd of screw.” 

“ Quite so,” said Syme placidly, “ a kmd of 
screw ! How simple that is ! ” 

The next moment the smoke of his cigar, which 
had been wavering across the room m snaky 
twists, went straight up as if from a factory 
chmmey, and the two, with their chairs and table, 
shot down throu^ the floor as if the earth had 
swallowed them. They went rattbng down a 
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kind of roaring chimney as rapidly as a lift cut 
loose, and they came with an abrupt bump to the 
bottom. But when Gregory threw open a pair 
of doors and let in a red subterranean hght» 
Syme was still smoking, with one leg thrown 
over the other, and had not turned a ydlow 
hair. 

Gregory led him down a low, vaulted passage, 
at the end of which was the red light. It was an 
enormous crimson lantern, nearly as big as a fire- 
place, fixed over a small but heavy iron door. In 
the door there was a sort of hatchway or gratmg, 
and on this Gregory struck five times. A heavy 
voice with a foreign accent asked him who he was. 
To this he gave the more or less unexpected reply, 
**Mr. Joseph Chamberlam.” The heavy hmges 
began to move; it was obviously some kmd of 
pass-word 

Inside the doorway the passage Reamed as if it 
were Imed with a network of steel. On a second 
glance, Syme saw that the ^ttermg pattern was 
really made up of ranks and ranks of rifles and 
revolvers, closely packed or mt^iocked. 

“ I must ask you to forgive me all these formah- 
ties,” said Gregory ; “ we have to be very strict 
here ” 

“ Oh, don’t apologize,** said Syme “ I know 
your passion for law and order,” and he stepped 
mto the passage bned with the steel weapons. 
With his long, fair hair and rather foppish frock- 
coat, he looked a smgularly frail and fanciful 
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figure as he walked down that shining avenue of 
death. 

They passed through several such passages, and 
came out at last into a queer steel chamber with 
curved walls, almost spherical m shape, but 
presentmg, with ite tiers of benches, something of 
the appearance of a scientific lecture-theatre. 
There were no nfies or pistols m this apart- 
ment, but round the walls of it were hung more 
dubious and dreadful shapes, thmgs that looked 
like the bulbs of iron plants, or the eggs of 
iron birds. They were bombs, and the very room 
itself seemed like the inside of a bomb Syme 
knocked his cngar ash ofiT against the wall, and 
went in. 

“ And now, my dear Mr. Syme,” said Gregory, 
throwing himself in an expansive maimer on the 
bench under the largest bomb, “ now we are quite 
cosy, so let us talk properly Now no human 
words can give you any notion of why I brought 
you here. It was one of those qmte arbitrary 
emotions, like jumpmg off a cliff or falling m love 
Suffice It to say that you were an mexpressibly 
imtatmg fellow, and, to do you justice, you are 
still. I would break twenty oaths of secrecy for 
the pleasure of takmg you down a peg That 
way you have of hghtmg a cigar would make a 
priest break the seal of confession. Well, you 
said that you were qmte certam I was not a serious 
anarchist. Does this place strike you as being 
serious ” 
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“It does seem to have a moral under all its 
gaiety,” assented Syme ; “ but may I ask you two 
questions ? You need not fear to give me in- 
formation, because, as you remember, you very 
wisely extorted from me a promise not to tell 
the police, a promise I shall certainly keep. So 
it IS in mere curiosity that I make my quenes. 
First of all, what is it really all about ? What is 
it you object to ? You want to abolish Govern- 
ment ” 

“ To abolish God ! ” said Gregory, opening 
the eyes of a fanatic. “ We do not oii^y want to 
upset a few despotisms and pohce regulations ; 
that sort of anarchism does exist, but it is a mere 
branch of the Nonconformists We dig deeper 
and we blow you higher. We wish to deny all 
those arbitrary distinctions of vice and virtue, 
honour and treachery, upon which mere rebels 
base themselves. The silly sentimentalists of the 
French Revolution talked of the Rights of Man ! 
We hate Ri^ts as we hate Wrongs. We have 
abohshed Right and Wrong.” 

“ And Right and Left,” said Syme with a simple 
eagerness, “ I hope you will abolish them too. 
They are much more troublesome to me ” 

“You spoke of a second question,” snapped 
Gregory 

“ With pleasure,” resumed Syme. “ In all 
your present acts and surroimdmgs there is a 
scientihc attempt at secrecy. I have an aunt who 
hved over a shop, but dus is the first time I have 
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found people living from preference under a 
public-house. You have a heavy iron door. 
You cannot pass it without submitting to tiie 
humiliation of calhng yourself Mr. Chamberlam. 
You surround yourself with steel instruments 
which make the place, if I may say so, more 
impressive than homdike. May 1 ask why, after 
taking all this trouble to barricade yourselves m 
the bowels of the earth, you then parade your 
whole secret by talking about anarchism to evqB^ 
silly woman m Saffiron Park ? ** 

Gregory smiled. 

“ The answer is simple,” he said. ** I told you 
I was a seaous anarchist, and you did not beheve 
me. Nor do they beheve me. Unless I took 
them mto this infernal room they would not 
beheve me.” 

Syme smoked thou^tfully, and looked at bim 
with mterest Gregory went on. 

“ The history of the thing might amuse you,” 
he said “ When first I became one of the New 
Anarchists I tried all kmds of respectable disguises 
I dressed up as a bishop. I read up all about 
bishops in our anarchist pamphlets, m Superstition 
the Vampire and Priests of Prey. I certainly 
understood from them that bishops are strange 
and terrible old men keqpmg a cruel seoret from 
mankind. I was misinformed When on my 
first appearmg m episcopal gaiters m a drawmg- 
room I cned out m a voice of thunder, ‘ Down I 
down ! presumptuous human reason ! ’ they found 
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out in some way that I was not a bishop at alL I 
was nabbed at once. Then 1 made up as a 
millionaire ; but I defended Capital with so much 
intdhgence that a fool could see that 1 was quite 
poor. Then I tried being a major. Now I am a 
humanitarian myself, but I have, 1 hope, enough 
intellectual breadth to understand the position of 
those who, like Nietzsche, admire violence — ^the 
proud, mad war of Nature and all that, you 
know. I threw myself into the major. I drew 
my sword and waved it constantly. I called out 
* Blood ! ’ abstractedly, like a man calling for 
wme. I often said, ‘ Let the weak pensh ; it is 
the Law.* Well, well, it seems majors don’t do 
this. I was nabbed again. At last I went m 
despair to the President of the Central Anarchist 
Coxmcil, who IS the greatest man in Europe ” 

“ What is his name ? ” asked Syme. 

“ You would not know it,” answered Gregory. 
“ That is his greatness Cassar and Napoleon 
put aU their gemus mto bemg heard of, and they 
were heard of. He puts all his genius into not 
bemg heard of, and he is not heard of. But you 
cannot be for five minutes m the room with him 
without feehng that Cassar and Napoleon would 
have been children in his hands.” 

He was silent and even pale for a moment, and 
then resumed — 

“ But whenever he gives advice it is always 
somethmg as starthng as an epigram, and yet as 
practical as the Bank of England I said to him. 
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* What disguise will hide me from the world 7 
What can 1 find more respectable than bishops 
and majors ? ’ He looked at me with his large 
but indecipherable face. * You want a safe 
disguise, do you ? You want a dress which wiU 
guarantee you harmless ; a dress m which no one 
would ever look for a bomb ? * I nodded. He 
suddenly lifted his hon’s voice. * Why, then, dress 
up ks an anarchist you fool I ’ he roared so that 
the room shook. ‘ Nobody will ever eiqiect you 
to do anjrthing dangerous then.* And he turned 
his broad, back on me without another word. 1 
took his ad\lce, and have never regretted it. I 
preached blood and murder to those women day 
and m^t, and — by God ! — ^they would let me 
wheel their perambulators ** 

Syme sat watchmg him with some lespect m his 
large, blue eyes. 

“ You took me in,’* he said. ** It is really a 
smart dodge.** 

Then after a pause he added — 

“ What do you call this trem^idous President 
of yours ? ** 

“ We generally call him Sunday,” rqphed 
Gregory with simphcity. “You see, there are 
seven members of the Central Anarchist Council, 
and they are named after days of the week He 
IS called Simday, by some of his admirers Bloody 
Simday. It is curious you should mention the 
matter, because the very mght you have dropped 
m (if I may so express it) is the mght on which 
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our London branch, which assembles in this room, 
has to elect its own deputy to fill a vacancy in the 
Council. The gentleman who has for some time 
past played, with propriety and general applause, 
the difficult part of Thursday, has died quite 
suddenly. Consequently, we have called a meet- 
ing this very evemng to elect a successor.” 

He got to his feet and strolled across the room 
with a sort of smiling embarrassment. 

** I feel somehow as if you were my mother, 
Syme,” he contmued casuaUy. “ I feel that I can 
confide anything to you, as you have promised to 
tell nobody. In fact, I will confide to you some- 
thing that I would not say in so many words to the 
anarchists who wiU be coming to the room in 
about ten minutes We shall, of course, go 
through a form of election; but I don’t nund 
teUmg you that it is practically certain what the 
result will be.” He looked down for a moment 
modestly. “ It is almost a settled thmg that I am 
to be Thursday.” 

“ My dear fellow,” said Syme heartily, “ I 
congratulate you. A great career I ” 

Gregory smiled in deprecation, and walked 
across the room, talking rapidly. 

“Asa matter of fact, everytlmg is ready for me 
on this table,” he said, “ and the ceremony will 
probably be the shortest possible.” 

Syme also stroUed across to the table, and foimd 
lymg across it a walkmg-stick, which turned out 
on examination to be a sword-stick, a large Colt’s 
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revolver, a sandwich case, and a formidable flask 
of brandy. Over the chair, beside the table, was 
thrown a heavy-lookmg cape or cloak. 

“ I have only to get the form of election 
finished,” contmued Grregory with animation, 

then I snatch up this cloak and stick, stuff these 
other things mto my pocket, step out of a door in 
this cavern, which opens on the river, where there 
is a steam-tug already waiting for me, and then — 
then — oh, the wild joy of being Thursday ! ” And 
he clasped his hands. 

Syme, who had sat down once more with his 
usual insolent languor, got to his feet with an 
unusual air of hesitation. 

“ Why IS It,” he asked vaguely, “ that I think 
you are qmte a decent fellow ? Why do I 
positively like you, Gregory ? ” He paused a 
moment, and then added with a sort of fresh 
curiosity, “ Is it because you are such an 
ass ” 

There was a thoughtful silence agam, and then 
he cried out — 

“ Wdl, damn it all ! this is the funmest 
situation I have ever been m m my hfe, and I am 
gomg to act accordingly. Gregory, I gave you a 
promise before I came mto this place. That 
promise I would keep imder red-hot pmcers. 
Would you give me, for my own safety, a httle 
promise of the same kmd ? ” 

“ A promise ? ” asked Gregory, wondermg. 

“ Yes,” said Syme very seriously, “ a promise. 
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1 swore before God that I would not tell 3 K>ur 
secret to the police. Will you swear by Humanity, 
or whatever beastly thmg you believe in, that you 
will not teU my secret to the anarchists ? ** 

** Your secret ? ’* asked the staring Gregory. 
** Have you got a secret ? ** 

** Yes,*’ said Symes, ** I have a secret.” Then 
after a pause, “ WiU you swear ? ” 

Gregory glared at him gravdly for a few mo- 
ments, and th^ said abruptly — 

“You must have bewitched me, but I feel a 
furious curiosity about you. Yes, I will swear 
not to tell the anarchists anything you tell me. 
But look sharp, for they will be here m a couple 
of mmutes.” 

Syme rose to his feet and thrust his long, 
white hands mto his long, grey trousers* pockets. 
Almo st as he did so there came hve knocks on the 
outer grating, proclaiming the arrival of the first 
of the conspirators 

“ Well,” said Syme slowly, “ I don’t know how 
to tdUl you the truth more shortly than by saying 
that your expedient of dressmg up as an aimless 
poet is not confined to you or your President. 
We have known the dodge for some time at 
Scotland Yard ” 

Gregory tried to spring up straight, but he 
swayed thnce. 

“ What do you say ? ” he asked m an inhuman 
voice 

“ Yes,” said Syme simply, “ I am a pohce 
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detective. But I think I hear your friends 
coming.” 

From the doorway there came a murmur of 
“Mr. Joseph Chamberlam.” It was repeated 
twice and thrice, and then thirty times, and the 
crowd of Joseph Chamberlains (a solemn thought) 
could be heard trampling down the corridor. 


38 



CHAPTER HI 

THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY 

Bejfore one of the fresh faces could appear at the 
doorway, Gregory’s stunned surprise had fallen 
from him He was beside the table with a bound, 
and a noise in his throat like a wild beast. He 
caught up the Colt’s revolver and took aim at 
Syme. Syme did not flmch, but he put up a pale 
and pohte hand. 

“ Don’t be such a silly man,” he said, with the 
efieminate digmty of a curate. “ Don’t you see 
it’s not necessary ? Don’t you see that we’re 
both m the same boat ? Yes, and jolly sea-sick.” 

Gregory could not speak, but he could not fire 
either, and he looked his question. 

“ Don’t you see we’ve checkmated each other ? ” 
cried Syme. “ I can’t teU the police you are an 
anarchist. You can’t tell the anarchists I’m a 
policeman. I can only watch you, knowmg what 
you are ; you can only watch me, ^owmg what I 
am. In short, it’s a lonely, mtellectual duel, my 
head agamst yours. I’m a pohceman deprived of 
the help of the police. You, my poor fellow, are 
an anarchist deprived of the help of that law and 
organization which is so essential to anarchy. The 
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one solitary difference is in your favour. You are 
not surrounded by inquisitive policemen ; I am 
surrounded by inquisitive anarchists. 1 cannot 
betray you, but I mi^t betray myself. Come, 
come I wait and see me betray myself. I shall do 
it so nicely.” 

Gregory put the pistol slowly down, still staring 
at Syme as if he were a sea-monster. 

“ I don’t believe in immortality,” he said at 
last, “but if, after all this, you were to break yomr 
word, God would make a hell only for you, to 
howl m for ever.” 

“ I shall not break my word,” said Syme sternly, 
“ nor wiUyou break yours. Here are your friends.” 

The mass of the anarchists entered the room 
heavily, with a slouching and somewhat weary 
gait ; but one httle man, with a black beard and 
passes — a man somewhat of the type of Mr. Tim 
Healy — detached himself, and bustled forward 
with some papers m his hand. 

“ Comrade Gregory,” he said, “ I suppose this 
man is a delegate ? ” 

Gregory, taken by surprise, looked down and 
muttered ^e name of Syme ; but Syme rephed 
almost pertly — 

“ I am ^d to see that your gate is weU enou^ 
guarded to make it hard for anyone to be here 
who was not a delegate.” 

The brow of the little man with the black beard 
was, however, still contracted with something like 
suspicion. 
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“ What branch do you represent ? ” he asked 
sharply. 

“ I should hardly call it a branch,” said Sym^ 
laughing ; “ I should call it at the least a 
root.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ The fact is,” said Syme serenely, ” the truth is 
I am a Sabbatarian. 1 have been specially sent 
here to see that you show a due observance of 
Simday.” 

The httle man dropped one of his papers, and a 
flicker of fear went over all the faces of the group. 
Evidently the awful President, whose name was 
Sunday, did sometimes send down such irregular 
ambassadors to such branch meetmgs. 

“ Well, comrade,” said the man with the papers 
after a pause, “ I suppose we’d better give you a 
seat m the meetmg ? ” 

“ If you ask my advice as a friend,” said Syme 
with severe benevolence, “ I think you’d better.” 

When Gregory heard the dangerous dialogue 
end, with a sudden safety for his rival, he rose 
abruptly and paced the floor m painful thou^t. 
He was, mdeed, m an agony of diplomacy. It 
was clear that Syme’s mspired impudence was 
hkely to brmg him out of all merely accidental 
dilemmas. Little was to be hoped from them. 
He could not himself betray Syme, partly from 
honour, but partly also because, if he betrayed 
hun and for some reason failed to destroy him, 
the Syme who escaped would be a Syme freed 

41 



THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY 

from all obligation of secrecy, a Syxne who would 
simply walk to the nearest pohce station. After 
all. It was only one mght*s discussion, and only 
one detective who would know of it. He would 
let out as httle as possible of their plans that mght, 
and then let Syme go, and chance it. 

He strode across to the group of anarchists, 
which was already distnbuting itsdf along the 
bendies 

** I think it IS time we began,** he said ; “ the 
steam-tug is waitmg on the nver already. 1 move 
that Comrade Buttons takes the chair.** 

This bemg approved by a show of hands, the 
httle man with the papers shpped into the presi- 
dential seat. 

Comrades,** he began, as sharp as a pistol- 
shot, ** our meetmg to-mght is important, though 
it need not be long. This branch has always h^ 
the honour of electing Thursdays for the Central 
European Council. We have elected many and 
splendid Thursdays We all lament the sad 
decease of the heroic worker who occupied the 
post imtil last week. As you know, his services 
to the cause were considerable. He organized 
the great dynamite coup of Brigb^ton which, under 
happier circumstances, ought to have killed 
everybody on the pier. As you also know, his 
death was as self-denying as his lif^ for he died 
through his faith m a hygienic mixture of chalk 
and water as a substitute for milk, which beverage 
he re^rded as barbaric, and as involvmg crudity 
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to the COW. Cruelty, or anything approachmg to 
cruelty, revolted him always. But it is not to 
ac claim his virtues that we are met, but for a 
harder task. It is difficult properly to 
praise his qualities, but it is more difficult to 
replace them. Upon you, comrades, it devolves 
this evening to choose out of the company present 
the man who shall be Thursday. If any comrade 
suggests a name, I will put it to the vote. If no 
comrade suggests a name, I can only tell myself that 
that dear dynamiter, who is gone from us, has 
carried into the unknowable abysses the last secret 
of his virtue and his innocence.” 

There was a stir of almost inaudible applause, 
such as is sometimes heard in church. Then a 
large old man, with a long and venerable white 
beard, perhaps the only real workmg-man present, 
rose lumberingly and said — 

“ I move that Comrade Gregory be elected 
Thursday,” and sat lumberm^y down agam. 

“ Does anyone second ? ” asked the chair man . 

A little man with a velvet coat and pomted 
beard seconded. 

“ Before I put the matter to the vote,’* said the 
chairman, ** I will call on Comrade Gregory to 
make a statement ” 

Gregory rose amid a great rumble of applause. 
His face was deadly pale, so that by contrast his 
queer red hair looked almost scarlet. But he was 
smihng, and altogether at ease. He had made up 
his mind, and he saw his best pohcy qmte plain m 
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front of him like a wlute road. His best chance 
was to make a softened and ambiguous speech, 
such as would leave on the detective’s mind the 
impression that the anarchist brotherhood was a 
very mild affair after aU. He believed in his own 
literary power, his capacity for suggestmg fine 
shades and pickmg perfect words. He thought 
that with care he could succeed, m spite of all the 
people around him, m conveying an impression 
of the institution, subtly and dehcately false. 
Syme had once thou^t that anarchists, imd^ all 
their bravado, were only playmg the fool. Could 
he not now, m the hour of peril, make Syme think 
so agam ? 

“ Comrades,” began Gregory,' in a low but 
penetrating voice, ” it is not necessary for me to 
tdl you what is my pohcy, for it is your pohcy 
also. Our behef has been slandered, it has been 
disfigured, it has been utterly confused and 
concealed, but it has never been altered. Those 
who talk about anarchism and its dangers go 
everywhere and anywhere to get their information, 
except to us, except to the fountam head. They 
learn about anarchists from si:8penny novels ; 
they learn about anarchists from tradesmen’s 
newspapers ; they learn about anarchists from 
Ally Sloper's Half -Holiday Sporting Tunes, 

They never learn about anarchists from anarchists. 
We have no chance of denymg the moimtainous 
slanders which are heaped upon our heads from 
one end of Europe to another. The man who 
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has always heard lhat we are walking plagoes has 
never he^xl our 1 know that he will not 

hear it to-ni^t, though my passion were to rend 
the roof. For it is deep, deep under the earth 
that the persecuted are permitted to assembly as 
the Christians assembled in the Catacombs. But 
if, by some incredible accident, there were here 
to-night a man who all his life had thus immensdy 
misunderstood us, I would put this question to 
hiTTi : * When those Christians met m those 

Catacombs, what sort of moral reputation had 
they in the streets above ? Wliat tales were told 
of their atrocities by one educated Roman to 
another ? Suppose ’ (I would say to him), 
* suppose that we are only repeatmg that still 
mysterious paradox of history. Suppose we 
seem as shockmg as the Christians because we are 
really as harmless as the Christians. Suppose 
we seem as mad as the Christians because we are 
really as meek.* ” 

The applause that had greeted the opening 
sentences had been gradually growmg famter, 
and at the last word it stopped suddenly. In the 
abrupt silence, the man with the velvet jacket 
said, m a hi^ squealiy voice — 

“ Fm not meek ! ** 

“ Comrade Witherspoon teUs us,’* resumed 
Gregory, ** that he is not medr. Ah, how httle 
he knows himself 1 His words are, mdeed, 
extravagant; his appearaqfi^ is ferocious, and 
even (to an ordmary ta^) unattxactiESi: Bull 
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only the eye of a friendship as deep and delicate 
as mine can perceive the d^p foundation of sohd 
meekness which hes at the base of him, too deep 
even for himself to see. I repeat, we are the 
true early Christians, only that we come too late. 
We are simple, as they were simple — look at 
Comrade Witherspoon. We are modest, as they 
were modest — look at me. We are meroful ” 

“ No, no I ” called out Mr. Witherspoon with 
the velvet jacket. 

“ I say we are mercaful,” repeated Gregory 
furiously, “ as the early Christians were merciful. 
Yet this did not prevent their being accused of 
eatmg human flesh. We do not eat human 
flesh ” 

“ Shame I ” cried Witherspoon. ** Why not ? ’* 

“ Comrade Witherspoon,” said Gregory, with 
a feverish gaiety, “ is anxious to know why nobody 
eats him (lau^ter). In our society, at any rate, 
which loves him smcerely, which is foimded upon 
love ” 

“ No, no ! ” said Witherspoon, ** down with 
love.” 

“ Which is founded upon love,” repeated 
Gregory, gnnding his teeth, “there will be no 
difficulty about the auns which we shall pursue as 
a body, or which I should pursue were I chosen 
as the representative of that body. Superbly 
careless of the slanders that represent us as 
assassins and enemies of human society, we shall 
pursue, with moral courage and quiet, mteUectual 
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pressure, the permanent ideals of brotherhood 
and simplicity ” 

Gregory resumed his seat and passed his hand 
across his forehead. The silence was sudden 
and awkward, but the chairman rose like an 
automaton, and said in a colourless voice — 

“ Does anyone oppose the election of Comrade 
Gregory ? ” 

The assembly seemed vague and subcon- 
sciously disappomted, and Comrade Witherspoon 
moved restlessly on his seat and muttered in his 
thick beard. By the sheer rush of routine, however, 
the motion would have been put and earned. But 
as the chairman was opening his moutii to put it, 
Syme sprang to his feet and said m a small and 
quiet voice — 

** Yes, Mr. Chairman, I oppose.” 

The most effective fact m oratory is an unex- 
pected change m the voice. Mr. Gabnel Syme 
evidently understood oratory. Havmg said these 
first formal words in a moderated tone and with a 
bnef sunphcity, he made his next words rmg and 
voUey m the vault as if one of the guns had gone 
off. 

“ Comrades 1 ” he cried, in a voice that made 
every man jump out of his boots, “ have we come 
here for this ? Do we hve underground like rats 
in order to hsten to talk like this ? This is talk 
we might listen to while eatmg buns at a Sunday 
School treat. Do we hne these walls with 
weapons and bar that door with death lest anyone 
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should come and hear Comrade Gregory saymg 
to us, * Be good, and you will be happy,’ * Honesty 
IS the best pohcy,’ and ‘ Virtue is its own reward * ? 
There was not a word m Comrade Gregory’s 
address to which a curate could not have hstened 
with pleasure (hear, hear). But I am not a 
curate (loud cheers), and I did not hsten to it with 
pleasure (renewed cheers). The man who is 
fitted to make a good curate is not fitted to make 
a resolute, forcible, and efficient Thursday (hear, 
hear). 

** Comrade Gregory has told us, m only too 
apologetic a tone, that we are not the enemies of 
society. But I say that we are the enemies of 
society, and so much the worse for society. We 
are the enemies of society, for society is the enemy 
of humamty, its oldest and its most pitiless enemy 
(hear, hear) Comrade Gregory has told us 
(apologetically again) that we are not murderers. 
There I agree. We are not murderers, we are 
executioners (cheers).” 

Ever smce Syme had risen Gregory had sat 
staring at him, ffis face idiotic with astonishment. 
Now m the pause his hps of clay parted, and he 
said, with an automatic and lifeless distmctness — 

“ You damnable hypocrite ! ” 

Syme looked straight mto those frightful eyes 
with his own pale blue ones, and said with 
dignity — 

“ Comrade Gregory accuses me of hypocrisy. 
He knows as well as I do that I am keepmg ^ 
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my engagem^ts and doing nothing; but my duty. 
I do not mince words. I do not pietuad to. I 
say that Comrade Gregory is unfit to be Thursday 
for all his amiable qualities He is unfit to be 
Thursday because of his amiable qualities. We 
do not want the Supreme Council of Anarchy 
infected with a maudlin mercy (hear, hear). 
This IS no tune for ceremomal politeness, neither 
is it a time for ceremomal modesty. I set myself 
agamst Comrade Gregory as I would set myself 
against all the Governments of Europe, because 
the anarchist who has given himself to anarchy 
has forgotten modesty as much as he has for- 
gotten pnde (cheers). I am not a man at all. I 
am a cause (renewed cheers) . I set myself agamst 
Comrade Gregory as impersonally and as calmly 
as I should choose one pistol rather than anotheir 
out of that rack upon the wall ; and I say that 
rather than have Gregory and his milk-and-water 
methods on the Supreme Council, I would offer 
myself for election 

His sentence was drowned m a deafening 
cataract of applause The faces, that had grown 
fiercer and fiercer with approval as his tirade 
grew more and more uncompromising, were now 
distorted with gnns of anticipation or cloven 
with debated cries. At the moment when he 
announce himself as ready to stand for the post 
of Thursday, a roar of excitement and assent 
broke forth, and became uncontrollable, and at 
the same moment Gregory sprang to his feet, with 
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foam upon his mouth, and shouted against the 
shouting 

** Stop, you blasted madmen ! ” he cried, at the 
top of a voice that tore his throat. “ Stop, 
you 

But louder than Gregory’s shouting and louder 
than the roar of the room came the voice of Syme, 
still speakmg in a peal of pitiless thunder — 

** I do not go to the Coimcil to rebut that 
blander that calls us murderers ; I go to earn it 
(loud and prolonged cheering). To the priest 
who says these men are the enemies of rehgion, 
to the judge who says these men are the enetmes 
of law, to the fat parliamentarian who says these 
men are the enemies of order and pubhc decency, 
to all these 1 will reply, * You are false kmgs, but 
^ou are true prophets. 1 am come to destroy 
you, and to fulfil your prophecaes.* ” 

llie heavy clamour gradually died away, but 
before it had ceased Witherspoon had jumped to 
his feet, his hair and beard all on end, and had 
said — 

« ** 1 move, as an ammdment, that Comrade 
5yme be appointed to the post.” 

** Stop all this, I tell you ! ” cried Gregory, 
with frantic face and hands. ** Stop it, it is 
all 

The voice of the chairman dlove his speech 
with a cold accent. 

“ Does anyone second this amendment ? ” he 
said. 


50 



THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY 

A tall, tired man, with melancholy eyes’ and an 
American chin beard, was observed on the back 
bench to be slowly rising to his feet. Gregory 
had been screammg for some tune past ; now there 
was a change in his accent, more shocking than 
any scream. 

“ I end aU this ! ” he said, m a voice as heavy 
as stone. “ This man cannot be elected He 
IS a 

“ Yes,” said Syme, quite motionless, “ what 
IS he ? ” 

Gregory’s mouth worked twice without sound ; 
then slowly the blood began to crawl back mto 
his dead face. 

“ He is a man qmte mexperienced in our work,” 
he said, and sat down abruptly. 

Before he had done so, the long, lean man 
with the American beard was again upon his 
feet, and was repeatmg in a hi^ American 
monotone — 

“ I beg to second the election of Comrade 
Syme.” 

“ The amendment wiU, as usual, be put first,” 
said Mr. Buttons, the chairman, with mechamcal 
rapidity. “ The question is that Comrade 
Syme 

Gregory had agam sprung to his feet, panting 
and passionate. 

“ Comrades,” he cned out, ** I am not a mad- 
man.” 

“ Oh, oh ! ” said Mr. Witherspoon. 
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** 1 sCin not a madman,** reiterated Gregory, 
with a frightful sincerity whidi for a moment 
staggered the room, ** but I give you a counsel 
which you can call mad if you hke. No, I will 
not call It a counsel, for 1 can give you no reason 
for It. I wUl call it a command. Call it a mqd 
command, but act upon it Strike, but hear me ! 
Kill m^ but obey me ! Do not elect this man.’* 
Truth is so terrible, even m fetters, that for a 
moment Syme’s slender and insane victory swayed 
like a reed But you could not have guessed it 
from Syme’s bleak blue eyes. He merely began — 

“ Comrade Gregory commands ^’* 

Then the spell was snapped, and one anarchist 
called out to Gregory — 

** Who are you ? You are not Sunday ’* ; and 
another anarchist added m a heavier voice, ** And 
you are not Thursday ** 

“ Comrades,” cried Gregory, m a voice like 
that of a martyr who m an ecstasy of pam has 
passed beyond pam, ** it is nothmg to me 
whether you detest me as a tyrant or detest me as 
a slave If you wiU not take my command, 
accept my degradation. 1 kneel to you. 1 throw 
myself at your feet. I implore you. Do not 
elect this man ** 

** Comrade Gregory,” said the chairman after 
a painful pause, ** this is really not qmte dignifie d.** 
For the first time m the proceedings there was 
for a few seconds a real silence. Then Gregory 
fdLL back m his seat, a pale wreck of a man, and 
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the chairmaa repeated, like a piece of clock-work 
suddenly started again — 

** The question is that Comrade Syme be elected 
to the post of Thursday on the General CounaL” 

The roar rose like the sea, the hands rose like a 
forest, and three minutes afterwards Mr. Gabriel 
Syme, of the Secret Pohce Service, was elected to 
the post of Thursday on the General Council of 
the Anarchists of Europe. 

Everyone m the room seemed to feel the tug 
waiting on the nver, the sword-stick and the 
revolver, waitmg on the table. The instant the 
election was ended and irrevocable, and Syme had 
received the paper provmg his election, they all 
sprang to their feet, and the fiery groups moved 
and mixed m the room. Syme found himself, 
somehow or other, face to face with Gregory, who 
still regarded him with a stare of stunned ^tred. 
They were silent for many mmutes. 

** You are a devil ! ” said Gregory at last. 

“And you are a gentleman,” said Syme with 
gravity. 

“ It was you that entrapped me,*’ began 
Gregory, s hainng from head to foot, “ entrapped 
me into ** 

** Talk sense,” said Syme shortly. “ Into what 
sort of devils’ parliament have you entrapped me, 
if It comes to that ? You made me swear before I 
made you. Perhaps we are both domg what we 
think n^t. But what we think right is so damned 
diSerent that there can be nothing between us in 
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the way of concession. There is nothing possible 
between us but honour and death,** and he pulled 
the great cloak about his shoulders and picked up 
the flask from the table. 

“ The boat is quite ready,** said Mr. Buttons, 
bustling up. “Be good enough to step this 
way.’* 

With a gesture that revealed the shopwalker, he 
led Syme down a short, iron-bound passage, the 
still agonized Gregory following feverishly at then 
heels. At the end of the passage was a door, 
which Buttons opened sharply, showmg a sudden 
blue and silver picture of the moonht nver, that 
looked like a scene in a theatre Close to the 
opening lay a dark, dwarfish steam-launch, like a 
baby dragon with one red eye. 

Almost m the act of steppmg on board, Gabriel 
S5rme turned to the gapmg Gregory. 

“ You have kept your word,*’ he said gently, 
with his face m shadow. “ You are a man of 
honour, and I thank you. You have kept it even 
down to a small particular. There was one 
special flung you promised me at the begmning of 
the affair, and which you have certainly given me 
by the end of it ’* 

“ What do you mean ? ** cried the chaotic 
Gregory. “ What did I promise you ? ” 

“A very entertaimng evenmg,” said Syme, and 
he made a mihtary salute with the sword-stick as 
the steamboat shd away. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE TALE OF A DETECTIVE 

Gabriel Syme was not merely a detective who 
pretended to be a poet ; he was really a poet who 
had become a detective. Nor was his hatred of 
anarchy hypocritical. He was one of those who 
are driven early into life m too conservative an 
attitude by the bewildering foUy of most revolu- 
tionists. He had not attamed it by any tame 
tradition. His respectabihty was spontaneous 
and sudden, a rebeUion against rebelhon. He 
came of a family of cranks, m which all the oldest 
people had aU the newest notions. One of his 
uncles always walked about without a hat, and 
another had made an unsuccessful attempt to 
walk about with a hat and nothmg else Ehs 
father cultivated art and self-realization ; his 
mother went m for simphaty and hygiene Hence 
the child, during his tenderer years, was wholly 
unacquamted with any drmk between the ex- 
tremes of absmthe and cocoa, of both of which he 
had a healthy dislike. The more his mother 
preached a more than Puritan abstmence the more 
did his father expand mto a more than pagan 
latitude ; and by the time the former had come 
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to enforcing vegetananism, the latter had pretty 
well reached the point of defending cannibalism. 

Bemg surrounded with every conceivable kind 
of revolt from infancy, Gabriel had to revolt into 
something, so he revolted mto the only thing left — 
samly. But there was just enough in him of the 
blood of these fanatics to make even his protest 
for common -sense a httle too fierce to be sensible. 
His hatred of modem lawlessness had been 
crowned also by an accident. It happened that 
he was walkmg m a side street at the mstant of a 
dynaTnit e outrage He had been bhnd and deaf 
for a moment, and then seen the smoke clearing, 
the broken wmdows and the bleedmg faces After 
that he went about as usual — qmet, courteous, 
rather gentle , but there was a spot on his mmd 
that was not sane He did not regard anarchists, 
as most of us do, as a handful of morbid men, 
combining ignorance with mtellectuahsm. He 
regarded them as a huge and pitiless peril, like a 
Chmese mvasion. 

He poured perpetually into newspapers and 
their waste-paper baskets a torrent of tales, verses 
and violent articles, warning men of this deluge 
of barbaric demal But he seemed to be gettmg 
no nearer his enemy, and, what was worse, no 
nearer a hvmg As he paced the Thames embank- 
ment, bitterly bitmg a cheap cdgar and broodmg 
on the advance of Anarchy, there was no anarchist 
with a bomb m his pocket so savage or so sohtary 
as he. Indeed, he always felt that Government 
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Stood alone and desperate, with its back to the 
wall. He was too quixotic to have cared for it 
otherwise. 

He walked on the embankment once under a 
dark red sunset. The red nver reflected the red 
sky, and they both reflected his anger. The sky, 
indeed, was so swarthy, and the hght on the river 
relatively so lurid, that the water almost seemed 
of fiercer flame than the sunset it mirrored. It 
looked like a stream of hteral fire winding under 
the vast caverns of a subterranean country. 

Syme was shabby m those days. He wore an 
old-fashioned black chimney-pot hat; he was 
wrapped in a yet more old-fashioned cloak, black 
and ragged ; and the combination gave him the 
look of the early viUams m Dickens and Bulwer 
Lytton. Also his yellow beard and hair were 
more unkempt and leorune than when they 
appeared long afterwards, cut and pointed, on 
the lawns of SaSiron Park. A long, lean, black 
cigar, bou^t in Soho for twopence, stood out 
from between his tightened teeth, and altogether 
he looked a very satisfactory specimen of the 
anarchists upon whom he had vowed a holy 
war. Perhaps this was why a pohceman on the 
Embankment spoke to him, and said “ Good 
evening.” 

Syme, at a crisis of his morbid fears for hu- 
manity, seemed stung by the mere stohdity of the 
automatic official, a mere bulk of blue m the 
twih^t. 
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“ A good evening, is it ? ” he said sharply “ You 
fellows would call the end of the world a good 
evening. Look at that bloody red sun and diat 
bloody nver ! I tell you that if that were hterally 
human blood, spilt and shining, you would stiU be 
standmg here as solid as ever, lookmg out for 
some poor h^miless tramp whom you could move 
on You pohcemen are cruel to the poor, but I 
could forgive you even your cruelty if it were not 
for your calm.” 

“ If we are calm,” rephed the pohceman, “ it is 
the calm of organized resistance.” 

“ Eh ? ” said Syme, starmg. 

“ The soldier must be cahn m the thick of the 
battle,” pursued the pohceman. “ The com- 
posure of an army is the anger of a nation.” 

“ Good God, the Board Schools ! ” said Syme. 
” Is this undenominational education ? ” 

“ No,” said the pohceman sadly, “ I never had 
any of those advantages. The Board Schools 
came after my time. What education I had was 
very rough and old-fashioned, I am afraid.” 

“ Where did you have it ? ” asked Syme, won- 
dering. 

** Oh, at Harrow,” said the pohceman. 

The class sympathies which, false as they are, 
are the truest thmgs m so many men, broke out of 
Syme before he could control them. 

“ But, good Lord, man,” he said, “ you oughtn’t 
to be a pohceman ! ” 

The pohceman sighed and shook his head. 
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“ I know,” he said solemnly, ** I know I am not 
worthy.” 

“ But why did you join the pohce ? ” asked 
Syme with rude c5unosity. 

“ For much the same reason that you abused 
the police,” rephed the other. “ I found that 
there was a special openmg m the service for those 
whose fears for humamty were concerned rather 
with the aberrations of the smentihc mtellect 
than with the normal and excusable, though 
excessive, outbreaks of the human will. I trust 
I make myself clear.” 

“ If you mean that you make your opmion 
clear,” said S 3 me, ” I suppose you do. But as for 
makmg yourself clear, it is the last thing you do. 
How comes a man hke you to be talkingphilosophy 
m a blue helmet on the Thames embankment ? ” 

“You have evidently not heard of the latest 
development in our pohce system,” rephed the 
other. “ I am not surprised at it. We are 
keepmg it rather dark from the educated class, 
because that class contains most of our enemies. 
But you seem to be exactly in the right frame of 
min d. I think you might almost join us.” 

“ Jom you m what ? ” asked Syme. 

“ I will tell 'you,” said the pohceman slowly 
“ This IS the situation : The head of one of our 
departments, one of the most celebrated detectives 
m Europe, has long been of opimon that a purely 
mtellectual conspiracy would soon threaten the 
very existence of civihsation. He is certain that 
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the scientific and artistic worlds are dlently 
bound in a crusade against the Family and the 
State. He has, therefore, formed a special cxirps 
of pohcemen, pohcemen who are also philoso- 
phers. It IS their busmess to watch the beginnings 
of this conspiracy, not merely in a criminal but in 
a controversial sense. 1 am a democrat myself, 
and I am fully aware of the value of the ordinary 
man in matters of ordinary valour or virtue. But 
it would obviously be undesirable to employ the 
common pohc^eman in an mvestigation whicdi is 
also a heresy hunt.” 

Syme’s eyes were bn^t with a sympathetic 
curiosity. 

“ What do you do, then ” he said. 

“ The work of the philosophical policeman,” 
rephed the man in blue, “ is at once bolder and 
more subtle than that of the ordinary detective. 
The ordmary detective goes to pot-houses to 
arrest thieves; we go to artistic tea-parties to 
detect pessimists. The ordmary detective chs- 
c»vers from a ledger or a chary that a crime has 
been cximmitted. We chscover from a book of 
sonnets that a crime will be cximmitted. We 
have to trace the origin of those dreadful thou^ts 
that drive men on at last to intelleotual fanaticism 
and intellectual ciime. We were only just in 
tune to prevent the assassination at Hartlepool, 
and that was entirely due to the fact that our Mr. 
Wilks (a smart young fdlow) thorou^y under- 
stood a tnolet.” 
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“ Do you mean,” asked Syme, “ that there is 
really as much connection between crime and the 
modem mtellect as all that ? ” 

“You are not sufficiently democratic,” an- 
swered the pohceman, “ but you were right when 
you said just now that our ordinary treatment of 
the poor cnminal was a pretty bmt^ busmess. I 
tell you I am sometimes sick of my trade when I 
see how perpetually it means merely a war upon 
the ignorant and the desperate. But this new 
movement of ours is a very different affair. We 
deny the snobbish En^sh assumption that the 
uneducated are the dangerous criminals. We 
remember the Roman Emperors. We remember 
the great poisonmg prmces of the Renaissance. 
We say that the dangerous cnminal is the educated 
criminal. We say that the most dangerous 
c rimin al now IS the entirely lawless modem 
philosopher. Compared to him, burglars and 
bigamists are essentially moral men; my heart 
goes out to them. They accept the essential 
ideal of man; they merely seek it wrongly. 
Thieves respect property. They merely wish the 
property to become their property that they may 
more perfectly respect it. But philosophers dis- 
like property as property; they wish to destroy 
the very idea of personal possession. Bigamists 
reject marriage, or they would not go through 
the highly ceremonial and even ritualistic for- 
mality of bigamy. But philosophers despise 
marriage as mamage Murderers respect human 
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life ; they merely wish to attain a greater fulness 
of human life m themselves by the sacrifice of 
what seems to them to be lesser lives. But 
philosophers hate life itself, their own as much as 
other people’s.” 

Syme struck his hands together. 

“ How true that is,” he cried. “ I have felt it 
from my boyhood, but never could state the 
verbal antithesis. The common cnmmal is a bad 
man, but at least he is, as it were, a conditional 
good man. He says that if only a certam obstacle 
be removed — say a wealthy unde — ^he is then 
prepared to accept the umverse and to praise God. 
He is a reformer, but not an anarchist. He wishes 
to cleanse the e^ce, but not to destroy it But 
the evil philosopher is not trying to alter things, 
but to annihilate them. Yes, the modem world 
has retained all those parts of pohce work which 
are really oppressive and ignomimous, the harry- 
mg of the poor, the spymg upon the unfortunate. 
It has given up its more dignified work, the 
punishment of powerful traitors m the State and 
powerful heresiarchs m the Church. The mo- 
derns say we must not punish heretics My only 
doubt IS whether we have a right to punish 
anybody else.” 

“ But this is absurd ! ” cned the pohceman, 
claspmg his hands with an excitement uncommon 
m persons of his figure and costume, “ but it is in- 
tolerable I I don’t know what you’re domg, but 
you’re wastmg your life. You must, you shall, 
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join our special army agamst anarchy. Their 
armies are on our frontiers. Their bolt is ready 
to fall A moment more, and you may lose the 
glory of working with us, perhaps the glory of 
dymg with the last heroes of the world.” 

“ It is a chance not to be missed, certainly,” 
assented Syme, “ but still I do not quite under- 
stand. I know as well as anybody that the 
modem world is full of lawless httle men and mad 
httle movements But, beastly as they are, they 
generally have the one merit of disagreemg with 
each other. How can you talk of their leadmg one 
army or hurling one bolt ? Whatis this anarchy ? ” 

“Do not confuse it,” rephed the constable, 
“with those chance dynamite outbreaks from 
Russia or from Ireland, which are really the out- 
breaks of oppressed, if mistaken, men. This is a 
vast philosophic movement, consistmg of an outer 
and an inner rmg. You might even call the outer 
rmg the laity and the inner rmg the priesthood. 
I prefer to call the outer ring the innocent section, 
the inner rmg the supremely guilty section. The 
outer rmg — ^the main mass of their supporters — 
are merely anarchists ; that is, men who beheve 
that rules and formulas have destroyed human 
happmess. They beheve that all the evil results 
of human crime are the results of the system that 
has called it omie. They do not beheve that the 
crime creates the pumshment They beheve that 
the pumshment has created the crime They 
beheve that if a man seduced seven women he 
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would naturally walk away as blameless as the 
flowers of sprmg. They believe that if a man 
picked a pocket he would naturally feel exquisitely 
good. These I call the innocent section.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Syme. 

“ Naturally, therefore, these people talk about 
‘ a happy time commg ’ ; * the paradise of the 
future ’ ; * mankind freed from the bondage of 
vice and the bondage of virtue,* and so on. And 
so also the men of the inner circle speak — the 
sacred priesthood. They also speak to applaud- 
ing crowds of the happmess of the future, and of 
mankin d freed at last. But m their mouths ” — 
and the pohceman lowered his voice — in their 
mouths these happy phrases have a horrible 
meaning They are under no illusions ; they are 
too mteUectual to think that man upon this earth 
can ever be qmte free of ongmal sm and the 
struggle. And they mean death. When they say 
that mankin d shall be free at last, they mean that 
mankin d shall comnut smcide. When they talk 
of a paradise without right or wrong, they mean 
the grave They have but two objects, to destroy 
first humamty and then themselves That is why 
they throw bombs mstead of firmg pistols The 
innocent rank and file are disappomted because 
the bomb has not killed the kmg ; but the hi^- 
pnesthood are happy because it has killed some- 
body.*’ 

“ How can I jom you ? ** asked Syme, with a 
sort of passion. 
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** I know for a fact that there is a vacancy at the 
moment,” said the policeman, “ as I have the 
honour to be somewhat in the confidence of the 
chief of whom I have spoken. You should really 
come and see him. Or rather, I should not say 
see him, nobody ever sees him ; but you can talk 
to him if you like.” 

“ Telephone ? ” inquired Syme, with interest. 

“ No,” said the policeman placidly, “ he has a 
fancy for always sitting m a pitch-dark room. He 
says It makes his thoughts brighter. Do come 
along ” 

Somewhat dazed and considerably excited, 
Syme allowed himself to be led to a side-door in 
the long row of buildmgs of Scotland Yard. 
Almost before he knew what he was domg, he 
had been passed through the hands of about four 
intermediate officials, and was suddenly shown 
into a room, the abrupt blackness of which 
startled him like a blaze of hght It was not the 
ordmary darkness, in which forms can be famtly 
traced ; it was like gomg suddenly stone-blind. 

‘ ‘ Are you the new recruit ? ” asked a heavy voice. 

And m some strange way, thou^ there was not 
the shadow of a shape m the ^oom, Syme knew 
two things : first, that it came from a man of 
massive stature ; and second, that the man had 
his back to him. 

“ Are you the new recrmt ? ” said the invisible 
chief, who seemed to have heard all about it. “All 
right You are engaged.” 
c 65 



THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY 

Syme, qmte swept off his feet, made a feeble 
fi^t against this irrevocable phrase. 

“ I really have no experience,” he began. 

“ No one has any experience,” said the other, 
“ of the battle of Armageddon.” 

“ But I am really unfit ” 

“You are willing, that is enou^,” said the 
unknown. 

” WeU, really,” said Syme, “ I don’t know any 
profession of which mere wiUmgness is the final 
test.” 

“ I do,” said the other — “ martyrs. I am 
condemning you to death. Good-day.” 

Thus it was that when Gabriel Syme came out 
again mto the crimson h^t of evemng, m his 
shabby black hat and shabby, lawless cloak, he 
came out a member of the New Detective Corps 
for the frustration of the great conspiracy. Actmg 
under the advice of his fnend the pohceman (who 
was professionally mchned to neatness), he 
tnmmed his hair and beard, bought a good hat, 
clad himself m an exquisite summer smt of hght 
blue-grey, with a pale yellow flower m the button- 
hole, and, m short, became that elegant and rather 
insupportable person whom Gregory had first 
encountered m the httle garden of Saffron Park. 
Before he finally left the pohce premises his 
fnend provided him with a small blue card, on 
which was written, “ The Last Crusade,” and a 
number, the sign of his official authority. He 
put this carefully m his upper waistcoat pocket, 
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lit a cigarette, and went forth to track and fight 
the enemy m all the drawmg-rooms of London. 
Where his adventure ultimately led him we have 
already seen. At about half-past one on a 
February night he foimd himself steanung in a 
small tug up the silent Thames, armed with 
sword-stick and revolver, the duly elected Thurs- 
day of the Central Council of Anarchists. 

When Syme stepped out on to the steam-tug he 
had a smgular sensation of stepping out into 
something entirely new ; not merely into the 
landscape of a new land, but even mto the land- 
scape of a new planet. This was mainly due to 
the insane yet sohd decision of that evening, 
though partly also to an entire change m the 
weather and the sky since he entered the httle 
tavern some two hours before. Every trace of 
the passionate plumage of the cloudy sunset had 
been swept away, and a naked moon stood m a 
naked sky. The moon was so strong and full, 
that (by a paradox often to be noticed) it seemed 
like a weaker sun It gave, not the sense of 
bright moonshme, but rather of a dead daylight 

Over the whole landscape lay a lummous and 
unnatural discoloration, as of that disastrous 
twili^t which Milton spoke of as shed by the 
sun in echpse ; so that Syme fdl easily into his 
first thought, that he was actually on some other 
and emptier planet, which ended round some 
sadder star. But the more he felt this glittermg 
desolation in the moonlit land, the more his own 
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chivalric folly glowed in the night like a great fire. 
Even the common things he earned with him — 
the food and the brandy and the loaded pistol — 
took on exactly that concrete and material poetry 
which a child feels when he takes a gun upon a 
journey or a bim with him to bed. The sword- 
stick and the brandy-flask, though in themselves 
only the tools of morbid conspirators, became 
the expressions of his own more healthy romance 
The sword-stick became almost the sword of 
chivalry, and the brandy the wme of the stirrup- 
cup. For even the most dehumanized modem 
fantasies depend on some older and simpler 
figure; the adventures may be mad, but the 
adventurer must be sane The dragon without 
St George would not even be grotesque. So 
this inhuman landscape was only imaginative by 
the presence of a man really human. To Syme’s 
exaggerative mmd the bn^t, bleak houses and 
terraces by the Thames looked as empty as the 
mountams of the moon. But even the moon is 
only poetical because there is a man in the moon. 

The tug was worked by two men, and with 
much toil went comparatively slowly. The clear 
moon that had ht up Chiswick had gone down by 
the time that they passed Battersea, and when they 
came under the enormous bulk of Westminster 
day had already begun to break. It broke hke 
the sphttmg of great bars of lead, showmg bars of 
silver ; and these had brightened hke white fire 
when the tug, changing its onward course, turned 
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inward to a large landing stage rather beyond 
Charing Cross. 

The great stones of the Embankment seemed 
equally dark and gigantic as Syme looked up at 
them. They were big and black against the huge 
white dawn. They made him feel that he was 
landmg on the colossal steps of some Egyptian 
palace and mdeed the thing suited his mood, 
for he was, m his own mind, mounting to attack 
the sohd thrones of homble and heathen kings. 
He leapt out of the boat on to one shmy step, and 
stood, a dark and slender figure, amid the enor- 
mous masonry. The two men m the tug put 
her off agam and turned up stream. They had 
never spoken a word. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE FEAST OF FEAR 

At first the large stone stair seemed to Syme as 
deserted as a pyramid ; but before he reached the 
top he had realized that there was a man leaning 
over the parapet of the Embankment and lookmg 
out across the nver. As a figure he was quite 
conventional, clad m a silk hat and frock-coat of 
the more formal type of fashion ; he had a red 
flower m his buttonhole. As Syme drew nearer 
to him step by step, he did not even move a hair ; 
and Syme could come close enough to notice 
even m the dim, pale morning hght that his face 
was long, pale and mtellectual, and ended m a 
small triangular tuft of dark beard at the very 
pomt of the chin, all else bemg clean-shaven. This 
scrap of hair almost seemed a mere oversight, the 
rest of the face was of the type that is best shaven — 
clear-cut, ascetic, and m its way noble. Syme 
drew closer and closer, notmg all this, and stiU 
the figure did not stir 

At first an instinct had told Syme that this was 
the man whom he was meant to meet. Then, 
seeing that the man made no sign, he had con- 
cluded that he was not. And now agam he had 
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come back to a certainty that the man had some- 
thmg to do with his mad adventure. For the 
man remained more still than would have been 
natural if a stranger had come so close. He was 
as motionless as a wax-work, and got on the 
nerves somewhat in the same way. Syme looked 
again and agam at the pale, dignihed and dehcate 
face, and the face still looked blankly across the 
nver. Then he took out of his pocket the note 
from Buttons proving his election, and put it 
before that sad and beautiful face Then the 
man smiled, and his smile was a shock, for it was 
all on one side, gomg up in the ri^t cheek and 
down m the left. 

There was nothmg, rationally speakmg, to 
scare anyone about this. Many people have this 
nervous tnck of a crooked smile, and in many it is 
even attractive But in aU Syme’s qrcumstances, 
with the dark dawn and the d^dly errand and the 
lonelmess on the great dnppmg stones, there was 
somethmg unnervmg in it. There was the silent 
river and the silent man, a man of even classic 
face. And there was the last nightmare touch 
that his smile suddenly went wrong. 

The spasm of smile was mstantaneous, and the 
man’s face dropped at once mto its harmonious 
melancholy. He spoke without further explana- 
tion or inquiry, hke a man speakmg to an old 
colleague. 

“ If we walk up towards Leicester Square,” he 
said, “we shall just be m tune for breakfast. 
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Sunday always insists on an early breakfast. 
Have you had any sleep ? ” 

“ No,” said Syme. 

** Nor have I,” answered the man in an ordinary 
tone. “ I shall try to get to bed after breakfast ” 
He spoke with casual avihty, but m an utterly 
dead voice that contradicted the fanaticism of his 
face. It seemed almost as if all friendly words 
were to him lifeless conveniences, and that his 
only hfe was hate. After a pause the man spoke 
again. 

“ Of course, the Secretary of the branch told 
you everythmg that can be told. But the one 
thmg that can never be told is the last notion of 
the President, for his notions grow hke a tropical 
forest. So m case you don’t know. I’d better tell 
you that he is carrymg out his notion of concealmg 
ourselves by not concealmg ourselves to the most 
extraordmary lengths just now. Originally, of 
course, we met m a cell underground, just as your 
branch does Then Sunday made us take a 
private room at an ordinary restaurant He said 
that if you didn’t seem to be hidmg nobody 
hunted you out. Well, he is the only man on 
earth, I know ; but sometimes I really think that 
his huge bram is gomg a little mad m its old age 
For now we flaunt ourselves before the pubhc We 
have our breakfast on a balcony — on a balcony, if 
you please — overlookmg Leicester Square ” 

“ And what do the people say ? ” asked Syme 
“ It’s qmte simple what they say,” answered his 
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guide. “ They say we are a lot of jolly gentlemen 
who pretend they are anarchists.” 

“ It seems to me a very clever idea,” said Syme. 

“ Clever ! God blast your impudence I 
Clever ! ” cried out the other m a sudden, shrill 
voice which was as startling and discordant as his 
crooked smile. “ When you’ve seen Stmday for 
a spht second you’ll leave off calhng him clever.” 

With this they emerged out of a narrow street, 
and saw the early sunlight filling Leicester Square. 
It will never be Imown, I suppose, why this square 
itself should look so ahen and in some ways so 
contmental. It wiU never be known whether it 
was the foreign look that attracted the foreigners 
or the foreigners who gave it the foreign look 
But on this particular mommg the effect seemed 
smgularly bright and clear Between the open 
square and the sunlit leaves and the statue and the 
Saxacemc outlmes of thr^ Alhambra, it looked the 
rephca of some French or even Spamsh public 
place. And this effect mcreased in Syme the 
sensation, which in many shapes he had had 
through the whole adventure, the eene sensation 
of havmg strayed mto a new world. As a fact, he 
had bou^t bad cigars round Leicester Square 
ever smce he was a boy. But as he turned that 
comer, and saw the trees and the Moorish cupolas, 
he could have sworn that he was turmng mto an 
unknown Place de somethmg or other in some 
foreign town. 

At one comer of the square there projected a 
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kind of angle of a prosperous but quiet hotel, the 
bulk of which belonged to a street behind. In 
the wall there was one large French window, 
probably the window of a large cojOEee-room ; 
and outside this window, almost literally over- 
hanging the square, was a formidably buttressed 
balcony, big enough to contain a dining-table. 
In fact, it did contain a dining-table, or more 
strictly a breakfast-table ; and roimd the break- 
fast-table, glowmg in the sunli^t and evident to 
the street, were a group of noisy and talkative 
men, aU dressed in the msolence of fashion, with 
white waistcoats and expensive button-holes. 
Some of their jokes could almost be heard across 
the square Then the grave Secretary gave his 
unnatural smile, and Syme knew that this bois- 
terous breakfast party was the secret conclave of 
the European Dynamiters. 

Then, as Syme contmued to stare at them, he 
saw somethmg that he had not seen before. He 
had not seen it hterally because it was too large 
to see. At the nearest end of the balcony, blockmg 
up a great part of the perspective, was the back of 
a great mountam of a man. When Syme had 
seen him, his first thought was that the wei^t of 
him must break down the balcony of stone. His 
vaslness did not he only m the fact that he was 
abnormally tall and qmte incredibly fat. This 
man was planned enormously m his o riginal 
proportions, like a statue carved dehberately 
as colossal His head, crowned witii white hair, 
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as seen from behind looked bigger than a head 
ough^t to be. The ears that stood out from it 
looked larger than human ears. He was enlarged 
terribly to scale ; and this sense of size was so 
staggering, that when S5ntne saw him all the other 
figu res seemed qmte suddenly to dwmdle and 
become dwarfish. They were still sittmg there as 
before with their flowers and frock-coats, but 
now it looked as if the big man was entertaioing 
five children to tea 

As Syme and the guide approached the side door 
of the hotel, a waiter came out smihng with every 
tooth in his head. 

“ The gentlemen are up there, sare,” he said. 
“ They do talk and they do laugh at what they 
talk. They do say they wiU throw bombs at ze 
kmg.” 

And the waiter hurried away with a napkm over 
his arm, much pleased with the smgular fnvohty 
of the gentlemen upstairs 

The two men moimted the stairs m silence. 

Syme had never thought of asking whether the 
monstrous man who almost filled and broke the 
balcony was the great President of whom the 
others stood m awe. He knew it was so, with an 
unaccountable but instantaneous certamty Syme, 
mdeed, was one of those men who are open to all 
the more nameless psychological influences in a 
degree a httle dangerous to mental healfii. 
Utterly devoid of fear m physical dangers, he was 
a great deal too sensitive to the smell of spmtual 
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evil. Twice already that ni^t httle unmeaning 
things had peeped out at him almost pruriently, 
and given him a sense of drawmg nearer and 
nearer to the head-quarters of heU And this 
sense became overpowermg as he drew nearer to 
the great President. 

The form it took was a childish and yet hateful 
fancy. As he walked across the mner room 
towards the balcony, the large face of Sunday 
grew larger and larger ; and Syme was gripped 
with a fear that when he was qmte close the face 
would be too big to be possible, and that he would 
scream aloud. He remembered that as a child he 
would not look at the mask of Memnon in the 
British Museum, because it was a face, and so 
large. 

By an effort braver than that of leapmg over a 
chff, he went to an empty seat at the breakfast- 
table and sat down. The men greeted him with 
good-humoured raiUery as if they had always 
known him He sobered himself a httle by 
looking at their conventional coats and sohd, 
shining coffee-pot; then he looked again at 
Sunday. His face was very large, but it was stiU 
possible to humanity. 

In the presence of the President the whole 
company looked sufficiently commonplace; no- 
thing about them caught the eye at first, except 
that by the President’s capnce they had been 
dressed up with a festive respectabfiity, which 
gave the meal the look of a weddmg breakfast 
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One man indeed stood out at even a superficial 
glance. He at least was the common or garden 
Dynamiter. He wore, indeed, the hi^ white 
collar and satm tie that were the uniform of the 
occasion ; but out of this collar there sprang a 
head quite unmanageable and quite unmistakable, 
a bewildermg bush of brown hair and beard that 
almo st obscured the eyes like those of a Skye 
terrier. But the eyes did look out of the tangle, 
and they were the sad eyes of some Russian serf. 
The effect of this figure was not terrible like that 
of the President, but it had every diablerie that 
can come from the utterly grotesque. If out of 
that stiff tie and collar there had come abruptly 
the head of a cat or a dog, it could not have been 
a more idiotic contrast. 

The man’s name, it seemed, was Gogol; he 
was a Pole, and m this circle of days he was 
called Tuesday His soul and speech were 
mcurably tragic; he could not force himself to 
play the prosperous and frivolous part demanded 
of him by President Sunday. And, indeed, when 
Syme came m the President, with that darmg 
disregard of pubhc suspicion which was his 
pohcy, was actually chafing Gogol upon his 
mability to assume conventional graces. 

“ Our friend Tuesday,” said the President in a 
deep voice at once of quietude and volume, “ our 
friend Tuesday doesn’t seem to grasp the idea 
He dresses up hke a gentleman, but he seems to be 
too great a soul to behave hke one. He insists 
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on the ways of the stage conspirator. Now if a 
gentlemaii goes about London in a top hat and a 
frock-coat, no one need know that he is an 
anarchist. But if a gentleman puts on a top hat 
and a frock-coat, and then goes about on his 
hands and knees — well, he may attract attention. 
That’s what Brother Gogol does. He goes about 
on his hands and knees with such inexhaustible 
diplomacy, that by this time he finds it quite 
difiELcult to walk upright ” 

“ I am not good at goncealment,” said Gogol 
sulkily, with a thick foreign accent ; I am not 
asham^ of the cause ” 

“ Yes you are, my boy, and so is the cause of 
you,” said the President good-naturedly. “ You 
hide as much as anybody ; but you can’t do it, 
you see, you’re such an ass I You try to combine 
two inconsistent methods When a householder 
finds a man under his bed, he will^robably pause 
to note the circumstance. But if he finds a man 
under his bed m a top hat, you will agree with me, 
my dear Tuesday, that he is not likely even to 
forget It. Now when you were found under 
Admiral Biffin’s bed 

“ I am not good at deception,” said Tuesday 
gloomily, flushing. 

“ Right, my boy, nght,” said the President with 
a ponderous heartiness, “you aren’t good at 
anythmg ” 

While this stream of conversation continued, 
Syme was lookmg more steadily at the men 
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around him. As he did so, he gradually felt all 
his sense of something spintually queer return. 

He had thought at first that they were all of 
common stature and costume, with the evident 
exception of the hairy Gogol. But as he looked 
at the others, he began to see m each of them 
exactly what he had seen m the man by the river, 
a demoniac detail somewhere. That lop-sided 
laugh, which would suddenly disfigure the fine 
face of his ongmal gmde, was typical of all these 
types Each man had somethmg about him^ 
perceived perhaps at the tenth or twentieth glance, 
which was not normal, and which seemed hardly 
human. The only metaphor he could tlimV ©f 
was this, that they all looked as men of fashion 
and presence would look, with the additional 
twist given m a false and curved mirror. 

Only the mdmdual examples will express this 
half-concealed eccentricity. Syme’s original ci- 
cerone bore the title of Monday; he was the 
Secretary of the Council, and his twisted snule 
was regarded with more terror than anythmg, 
except the President’s horrible, happy laughter. 
But now that Syme had more space and hght to 
observe him, there were other touches His fina 
face was so emaciated, that Syme thou^t it must 
be wasted with some disease ; yet somehow the 
very distress of his dark eyes demed this It was 
no physical ill that troubled him His eyes were 
ahve with intellectual torture, as if pure thought 
was pam. 
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He was typical of each of the tribe ; each man 
subtly and dijBTerently wrong. Next to him sat 
Tuesday, the towzle-headed Gogol, a man more 
obviously mad. Next was Wednesday, a certam 
Marquis de St. Eustache, a sufficiently charac- 
teristic figure The first few glances found 
nothmg unusual about him, except that he was the 
only man at table who wore the fashionable 
clothes as if they were really his own. He had a 
black French beard cut square and a black 
English frock-coat cut even squarer But Syme, 
sensitive to such things, felt somehow that the 
man earned a rich atmosphere with him, a rich 
atmosphere that suffocated. It remmded one 
irrationally of drowsy odours and of dymg 
lamps m the darker poems of Byron and Poe. 
With this went a sense of his being clad, not m 
hghter colours, but m softer materials ; his black 
seemed ncher and warmer than the black shades 
about him, as if it were compounded of profound 
colour. His black coat looked as if it were only 
black by bemg too dense a purple. His black 
beard looked as if it were only black by bemg too 
deep a blue And in the gloom and tluckness of 
the beard his dark red mouth showed sensual and 
scornful. Whatever he was he was not a French- 
man ; he might be a Jew ; he might be something 
deeper yet m the dark heart of the East. In the 
bright coloured Persian tiles and pictures showing 
tyrants huntmg,you may see just those ahnondeyes, 
those blue-black beards, those cruel, crimson hps. 
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Th^ came Syme, and next a very old man. 
Professor de Worms, who still kept ibe chair of 
Friday, thou^ every day it was expected that his 
death would leave it empty. Save for his intellect, 
he was in the last dissolution of senile decay. 
His face was grey as his long grey beard, his 
forehead was lifted and fixed finally m a furrow of 
mild despair In no other case, not even that of 
Gogol, did the bridegroom Isnlhancy of the 
morning dress express a more painful contrast. 
For the red flower m his button-hole showed up 
a gains t a face that was hterally discoloured like 
lead ; the whole hideous effect was as if some 
drunken dandies had put their clothes upon a 
corpse. When he rose or sat down, which was 
with long labour and peril, something worse was 
eiqiressed than mere weakness, something mde- 
finably connected with the horror of the whole 
scene. It did not express decrepitude merely, 
but corruption. Another hateful fancy crossed 
Syme’s quivermg mind. He could not help 
thinking that whenever the man moved a leg or 
arm might fall off. 

Ri^t at the end sat the man called Saturday, 
the simplest and the most baffling of all. He was 
a short, square man with a dark, square face 
clean-shaven, a medical practitioner gomg by the 
name of Bull. He had that combmation of 
savoir-faire yntb a sort of well-groomed coarseness 
which is not uncommon m young doctors. He 
earned his fine clothes with confidence rather 
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than ease, and he mostly wore a set smile. There 
was nothing whatever odd about him, except that 
he wore a pair of dark, almost opaque spectacles. 
It may have been merely a arescendo of nervous 
fancy that had gone before, but those black discs 
were dreadful to Syme, they reminded him of 
half-remembered u^y tales, of some story about 
penmes being put on the eyes of the dead. Syme’s 
eye always caught the black glasses and the bhnd 
grin. Had the dymg Professor worn them, or 
even the pale Secretary, they would have been 
appropnate. But on the younger and grosser 
man they seemed only an enigma. They took 
away the key of the face. You could not tell 
what his smile or his gravity meant. Partly from 
this, and partly because he had a vulgar vinhty 
wantmg m most of the others, it seemed to Syme 
that he might be the wickedest of all those wicked 
men. Syme even had the thought that his eyes 
might be covered up because they were too 
frightful to see. 
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THE KflPOSURE 

Such were tihie six men who had sworn to destroy 
the world. Again and again Syme strove to puU 
together his common sense m their presence. 
Sometimes he saw for an instant that these 
notions were subjective, that he was only looking 
at ordinary men, one of whom was old, another 
nervous, another short-si^ted. The sense of an 
unnatural symbohsm always settled back on him 
agam Each figure seemed to be, somehow, on 
the borderland of thmgs, just as their theory was 
on the borderland of thought. He knew that 
each one of these men stood at the extreme end, 
so to speak, of some wild road of reasoning. He 
could only fancy, as m some old-world fable, 
that if a man went westward to the end of the 
world he would find something — say a tree — that 
was more or less than a tree, a tree possessed 
by a spirit ; and that if he went east to the end 
of the world he would find something else that 
was not wholly itself — a. tower, perhaps, of 
which the very shape was wicked. So &ese 
figures seemed to stand up, violent and un- 
accountable, agamst an ultimate horizon, visions 
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from the verge. The ends of the earth were 
closing m. 

Talk had been going on steadily as he took in 
the scene ; and not the least of tile contrasts of 
that bewildermg breakfast-table was the con- 
trast between the easy and imobtrusive tone of 
talk and its terrible purport. They were deep in 
the discussion of an actual and immediate plot 
The waiter downstairs had spoken quite correctly 
when he said that they were talking about bombs 
and kmgs. Only three days afterwards the Czar 
was to meet the President of the French Repubhc 
in Pans, and over their bacon and eggs upon thw 
sunny balcony these beammg gentlemen had 
decided how both should die. Even the instru- 
ment was chosen ; the black-bearded Marquis, it 
appeared, was to carry the bomb. 

Ordmarily speakmg, the proximity of this 
positive and objective crime would have sobered 
Sjrme, and cured him of aU his merely mystical 
tremors. He would have thought of nothmg 
but the need of savmg at least two human bodies 
from being ripped m pieces with iron and roanng 
gas But the truth was that by tins time he had 
begun to feel a third kmd of fear, more piercmg 
and practical than either his moral revulsion or 
his social responsibility. Very simply, he had no 
fear to spare for the French President or the Czar ; 
he had begun to fear for himself. Most of the 
talkers took httle heed of him, debating now with 
their faces closer together, and almost uniformly 
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grave, save when for an instant the smile of the 
Secretary ran aslant across his face as the jagged 
li ghtning runs aslant across the sky. But there 
was one persistent thing which first troubled Syme 
and at last terrified him. The President was 
always looking at him, steadily, and with a great 
and b affling mterest The enormous man was quite 
quiet, but his blue eyes stood out of his head. 
And they were always fixed on S3nne. 

Syme felt moved to spring up and leap over the 
balcony. When the President’s eyes were on 
him he felt as if he were made of glass. He had 
hardly the shred of a doubt that m some silent 
and extraordmary way Sunday had found out 
that he was a spy. He looked over the edge of 
the balcony, and saw a pohceman standing 
abstractedly just beneath, starmg at the bright 
railings and the sunlit trees. 

Then there fell upon him the great temptation 
that was to torment him for many days. In the 
presence of these powerful and repulsive men, 
who were the prmces of anarchy, he had almost 
forgotten the frail and fanciful figure of the poet 
Gregoiy, the mere aesthete of anarchism He 
even thought of him now with an old kmdness, 
as if they had played together when children. 
But he remembered that he was still tied to 
Gregory by a great promise. He had promised 
never to do the very thmg that he now felt himself 
almost m the act of domg He had promised not 
to jump over that balcony and speak to that 
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policeman. He took his cold hand ojff the cold 
stone balustrade. His soul swayed m a vertigo 
of moral indecasion. He had only to snap the 
thread of a rash vow made to a viUamous society, 
and all Im life could be as open and sunny as the 
square beneath him He had, on the other hand, 
only to keep his antiquated honour, and be 
delivered inch by mch mto the power of this great 
enemy of mankind, whose very mtellect was a 
torture-chamber. Whenever he looked down 
into the square he saw the comfortable pohceman, 
a piUar of common sense and common order 
Whenever he looked back at the breakfast-table 
he saw the President still qmetly studymg him 
with big, unbearable eyes. 

In all the torrent of his thou^t there were two 
thou^ts that never crossed his mmd. First, it 
never occurred to him to doubt that the President 
and his Council could crush him if he continued to 
stand alone. The place nught be pubhc, the 
project might seem impossible. But Sunday was 
not tlfe man who would carry himself thus easily 
without havmg, somehow or somewhere, set open 
his iron trap Either by anonymous poison or 
sudden street accident, by hypnotism or by fire 
from hell, Sunday could certainly strike him If 
he defied the man he was probably dead, either 
struck stiff there m his chair or long afterwards 
as by an innocent ailment. If he called in the 
pohce promptly, arrested everyone, told all, and 
set against them the whole energy of England, he 
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would probably escape ; certainly not otherwise. 
They were a balconyful of gentlemen overlooking 
a bright and busy square; but he felt no mote 
safe with them than if they had been a boatful of 
armed pirates overlooking an empty sea 

There was a second thought that never came to 
him. It never occurred to him to be spiritually 
won over to the enemy. Many modems, mured 
to a weak worship of mtellect and force, ought 
have wavered in their allegi^ce imder this 
oppression of p. great personality. They might 
have called Sunday the super-man. If any such 
creature be conceivable, he looked, indeed, 
somewhat like it, with his earth-shakmg abstrac- 
tion, as of a stone statue walkmg. He might 
have been called somethmg above man, with his 
large plans, which were too obvious to be detected, 
with his large face, which was too frank to be 
understood. But this was a kmd of modem 
meanness to which Syme could not smk even m 
his extreme morbidity. Like any man, he was 
coward enough to fear great force , but he was not 
quite coward enough to admire it 

The men were eatmg as they talked, and even m 
this they were typical Dr. Bull and the Marquis 
ate casually and conventionally of the best things 
on the table— cold pheasant or Strasbourg pie. 
But the Secretary was a vegetarian, and he spoke 
earnestly of the projected murder over half a raw 
tomato and three quarters of a glass of tepid 
water. The old Professor had such slops ' as 
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suggested a sickeumg second childhood. And 
even m this President Sunday preserved his curious 
predominance of mere mass. For he ate like 
twenty men ; he ate mcredibly, with a frightful 
freshness of appetite, so that it was like watchmg 
a sausage factory. Yet continually, when he had 
swallowed a dozen crumpets or drunk a quart of 
coffee, he would be found with tus great head on 
one side stanng at Syme. 

“ I have oftoi wondered,” said the Marquis, 
taking a great bite out of a slice of bread and jam, 
“whether it wouldn’t be better for me to do it 
with a knife. Most of the best thmgs have been 
brou^t off with a kmfe. And it would be a new 
emotion to get a knife mto a French President and 
wng^e it round.” 

“ You are wrong,” said the Secretary, drawmg 
his black brows together. “ The kmfe was 
m^ely the egression of the old personal quarrel 
with a personal tyrant Dynamite is not only our 
best tool, but our best symbol It is as perfect a 
symbol of us as is mcense of the prayers of the 
Christians. It expands ; it only destroys because 
it broadens ; even so, thou^t only destroys 
because it broadens A man’s bram is a bomb,” 
he cried out, loosemng suddenly his strange 
passion and striking his own skull with violence. 
“ My brain feels like a bomb, m^t and day. It 
must expand 1 It must expand ! A man’s bram 
must expand, if it breaks up the universe.” 

“ I don’t want the umverse broken up just 
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yet,” drawled the Marquis “ I want to do a lot 
of beastly things before I die. I thou^t of one 
yesterday m bed.” 

“ No, if the only end of the thing is no thing /* 
said Dr. Bull with his sphinx-hke smile, “ it hardly 
seems worth domg.” 

The old Professor was starmg at the ceilmg with 
dull eyes. 

“ Every man knows in his heart,” he said, 
“ that nothmg is worth doing.” 

There was a singular silence, and then the 
Secretary said — 

“ We are wandering, however, from the pomt. 
The only question is how Wednesday is to strike 
the blow. I take it we should all agree with the 
origmal notion of a bomb. As to the actual 
arrangements, I should suggest that to-morrow 
mommg he should go first of all to ** 

The speech was broken off short imder a vast 
shadow. President Sunday had risen to his feet, 
seemmg to fill the sky above them 

“ Before we discuss that,” he said in a 
small, qmet voice, “let us go mto a private 
room. I have somethmg very particular to 
say.” 

Syme stood up before any of the others. The 
instant of choice had come at last, the pistol was 
at his head. On the pavement telow he could 
hear the pohceman idly stir and stamp, for the 
mommg, though bnght, was cold. 

A barrel-organ in the street suddenly sprang 

89 



THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY 

With a jerk into a jovial tune. Syme stood up 
taut, as if It had been a bu^e before the battle. 
He found himself filled vnth a supernatural 
courage that came from nowhere. That jmgling 
music seemed full of the vivacity, the vulgarity, 
and the irrational valour of the poor, who m all 
those unclean streets were all chnguig to the 
decenoes and the chanties of Christendom. His 
youthful prank of bemg a pohceman had faded 
from his mind ; he did not think of himself as the 
repr^entative of the corps of gentlemen turned 
mto fancy constables, or of the old eccentric who 
hved m the dark room. But he did fed. himsdif 
as the ambassador of all these common and kindly 
people m the street, who every day marched mto 
battle to the music of the barrel-organ And this 
high pnde in bemg human had hfted him un- 
accountably to an infinite hei^t above the 
monstrous men around him. For an instant, at 
least, he looked down upon all them sprawhng 
eccentncities from the starry pinnacle of the 
commonplace. He felt towards them all that 
unconscious and elementary superiority that a 
brave man feels over powerful beasts or a vme 
man over powerful errors. He knew that he had 
neither the mteUectual nor the physical strength 
of President Sunday ; but m that moment he 
mind ed it no more than the fact that he had not 
the musdles of a tiger or a horn on his nose hke a 
ThtgocMTOS. Mt w aa s w allowed up m an ultimate 
certainly tiaiax ttne PresHent wras wrong and that 

90 



THE EXPOSURE 

the barrel-organ was right. There clanged in his 
min d that unanswerable and^terrible truism m the 
song of Roland — 

“Palens out tort et Chretiens ont droit,” 

which m the old nasal French has the clang and 
groan of great iron. This liberation of his spirit 
jErom the load of his weakness went with a qmte 
clear decision to embrace death. If the people 
of the barrel-organ could keep their old-world 
obhgations, so could he. This very pride in 
keeping his word was that he was keeping it to 
miscreants It was his last triumph over these 
lunatics to go down into their dark room and 
die for something that they could not even 
understand. The barrel-organ seemed to give 
the marchmg tune with the energy and the 
mingled noises of a whole orchestra ; and he could 
hear deep and rolling, imder all the trumpets 
of the pride of life, the drums of the pnde of 
death. 

The conspirators were already filing through the 
open window and into the rooms behind. Syme 
went last, outwardly calm, but with all his bram 
and body throbbing with romantic rhythm. The 
President led them down an irregular side stair, 
such as might be used by servants, and into a dim, 
cold, empty room, with a table and benches, like 
an abandoned board-room. When they were all 
in, he closed and locked the door. 
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The first to speak was Gogol, the irreconcilable, 
who seemed bursting with inarticulate grievance. 

Zso ! Zso ! ’* he cried, with an obscure 
excitement, his heavy Polish accent becommg 
almost impenetrable. “You 2ay you nod ’ide. 
You zay you show himselves It is aU nuzzmks 
Ven you vant talk importance you run yourselves 
m a dark box ! ” 

The President seemed to take the foreigner’s 
incoherent satire with entire good humour. 

“ You can’t get hold of it yet, Gogol,” he said in 
a fatherly way “ When once they have heard us 
talkmg nonsense on that balcony they will not 
care where we go afterwards If we had come 
here first, we should have had the whole staff at 
the keyhole You don’t seem to know anythmg 
about mankind.” 

“ I die for zem,” cned the Pole in thick excite- 
ment, “ and I slay zare oppressors I care not for 
these games of gonzealment. I would zmite ze 
tyrant m ze open square.” 

“ I see, I see,” said the President, noddmg 
kindly as he seated himself at the top of a long 
table “You die for mankind first, and then 
you get up and smite their oppressors So that’s 
all right. And now may I ask you to control 
your beautiful sentiments, and sit down with the 
other gentlemen at this table. For the first time 
this mornmg something mteUigent is gomg to 
be said.” 

Syme, with the perturbed promptitude he had 
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shown since the onginal summons, sat down first. 
Gogol sat down last, grumbhng in his brown 
beard about gombromise. No one except Syme 
seemed to have any notion of the blow that was 
about to fall. As for him, he had merely the 
feelmg of a man mounting the scaffold with 
the mtention, at any rate, of makmg a good 
speech. 

“ Comrades,” said the President, suddenly 
nsmg, “ we have spun out this farce long enough. 
I have called you down here to tell you something 
^o simple and shocking that even the waiters 
upstairs (long inured to our levities) might hear 
some new seriousness in my voice. Comrades, 
we were discussmg plans and na min g places. I 
propose, before saymg anything else, that those 
plans and places should not be voted by this 
meetmg, but should be left wholly in the control 
of some one rehable member. I suggest Comrade 
Saturday, Dr Bull ” 

They all stared at him ; then they all started in 
their seats, for the next words, though not loud, 
had a hvmg and sensational emphasis. Sunday 
struck the table. 

"Not one word more about the plans and 
places must be said at this meetmg. Not one 
tmy detail more about what we mean to do must 
be mentioned m this company.” 

Sunday had spent his hfe in astomshmg his 
followers ; but it seemed as if he had never really 
astonished them until now. They all moved 
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feverishly m their seats, except Syme. He sat 
stiff in his, with his hand m his pockelt, and on the 
handle of his loaded revolver. When the attack 
on him came he would sell his life dear. He 
would find out at least if the President was 
mortal. 

Sunday went on smoothly — 

“You will probably imderstand that there is 
only one possible motive for forbidding free 
speech at this festival of freedom. Strangers 
overheanng us matters nothing. They assume 
that we are joking- But what would matter, even 
unto death, is this, that there should be one 
actually among us who is not of us, who 
knows our grave purpose, but does not share it, 
who 

The Secretary screamed out suddenly like a 
woman. 

“ It can’t be I ” he caned, leaping “ There 
can’t ” 

The President flapped his large flat hand on the 
table hke the fibu of some huge fish. 

“ Yes,” he said slowly, “ there is a spy m this 
room. There is a traitor at this table. I wdl 
waste no more words. His name ” 

Syme half rose from his seat, his finger firm on 
the trigger. 

“ His name is Gogol,” said the President. “ He 
is that hairy humbug over there who pretends to 
be a Pole” 

Gogol sprang to his feet, a pistol m each hand. 
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Witb the same flash three men sprang at his 
throat. Even the Professor made an effort to 
rise. But Syme saw httle of the scen^ for he 
teas blinded with a beneficent darkness ; he had 
sunk down into his seat shuddering, m a palsy of 
passionate rehef. 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE UNACCOUNTABLE 
CONDUCT OF PROFESSOR DE WORMS 

“ Srr down ! ” said Sunday in a voice that he used 
once or twice m his hfe, a voice that made men 
drop drawn swords. 

The three who had risen fell away from Gogol, 
and that equivocal person himself resumed his seat 

“ Well, my man,” said the President briskly, 
'addressmg him as one addresses a total stranger, 
“ will you oblige me by puttmg yom: hand m your 
upper waistcoat pocket and showmg me what 
you have there ” 

The alleged Pole was a little pale under his 
tangle of dark hair, but he put two fingers mto 
the pocket with apparent coolness and pulled out 
a blue strip of card. When Syme saw it lymg on 
the table, he woke up agam to the world outside 
him For-, although the card lay at the other 
extreme of the table, and he could read nothing 
of the mscription on it, it bore a startlmg resem- 
blance to the blue card m his own pocket, the 
card which had been given to him when he jomed 
the anti-anarchist constabulary. 

“ Pathetic Slav,” said the President, “ tragic 
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of Poland, are you prepared in the presence 
of that card to deny that you are in this company — 
shall we say de trap ^ ” 

“ Right oh ! ” said the late GogoL It made 
everyone jump to hear a clear, commerdal and 
somewhat cockney voice commg out of that forest 
of foreign hair. It was irrational, as if a Chinaman 
suddenly spoken with a Scotch accent 

“ I gather that you fully understand your 
position,” said Simday. 

** You bet,” answered the Pole. “ I see it’s a 
fair cop. All I say is, I don’t believe any Pole 
could have mutated my accent like I did his.” 

“ I concede the pomt,” said Simday. “ I 
believe your own accent to be inimitable, though 
I shall practise it m my bath. Do you mmd 
leavmg your beard with your card ? ” 

“ Not a bit,” answered Gogol ; and with one 
fin g er he ripped ojBf the whole of his shaggy 
head-covermg, emergmg with thin red hair and a 
pale, pert face “ It was hot,” he added. 

“ I will do you the justice to say,” said Sunday, 
not without a sort of brutal admiration, “that you 
seem to have kept pretty cool under it Now 
listen to me. I like you. The consequence is 
that it would annoy me for just about two and a 
half mmutes if I heard that you had died m 
torments. Well, if you ever teU the pohce or any 
human soul about us, I shall have that two and a 
half mmutes of discomfort. On your discomfort 
I will not dwell. Good day. Mind the step.” 
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The red-haired detective who had masqueraded 
as Gogol rose to his feet without a word, and 
walked out of the room with an air of p^ect 
nonchalance. Yet the astonished Syme was able 
to r ealize that this ease was suddenly assumed, 
for there was a slight stumble outside the door 
which showed that the d^arting detective had 
not mmded the step. 

“ Time is flymg,” said the President in his 
gayest manner, after glancmg at his watch, which 
hke eveiythmg about him seemed bigger than it 
ought to be. “ I must go otf at once ; I have to 
take the chair at a Humanitarian meeting.’* 

The Secretary turned to him with workmg 
eyebrows. 

“Would It not be better,” he said a httle 
sharply, “to discuss further the details of our 
project, now that the spy has left us ^ ” 

“ No, I think not,” said the President with a 
yawn like an unobtrusive earthquake. “Leave 
it as it IS. Let Saturday settle it. I must be off 
Breakfast here next Sunday.” 

But the late loud scenes had whipped up the 
almost naked nerves of the Secretary. He was one 
of those men who are conscientious even m crime. 

“ I must protest. President, that the thing is 
irregular,” he said. “ It is a fundamental rule 
of our society that aU plans shall be debated in 
full council. Of course, I fully appreciate yom 
forethou^t when m the actual presence of £ 
traitor ^* 
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“ Secretary,” said the President seriously, “ if 
you’d take your head home and boil it for a turmp 
it mig ht be useful. I can’t say. But it mi^t.” 

The Secretary reared back m a kmd of equine 
anger. 

“ I really fail to understand ” he began in 

high offence. 

“ That’s it, that’s it,” said the President, 
nodding a great many times. That’s where 
you fail ri^t enough. You fail to understand. 
Why, you dancing donkey,” he roared, 'nsmg, 
“ you didn’t want to be overheard by a spy, didn’t 
you How do you know you aren’t overheard 
now ” 

And with these words he shouldered his way 
out of the room, shakmg with mcomprehensible 
scorn. 

Four of the men left behmd gaped after him 
without any apparent glimmermg of his meanmg. 
Syme alone had even a glimmermg, and such as 
It was it froze him to the bone. If the last words 
of the President meant anything, they meant that 
he had not after all passed unsuspected They 
meant that while Sunday could not denounce him 
like Gogol, he still could not trust him like the 
others 

The other four got to their feet grumblmg more 
or less, and betook themselves elsewhere to find 
limch, for it was already well past midday. The 
Professor went last, very slowly and painfully. 
Syme sat long after the rest had gone, revolvmg 
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ills strange position. He had escaped a thunder- 
bolt, but he was stiU under a cloud. At last he 
rose and made his way out of the hotel into 
Leicester Square. The bright, cold day had 
grown increasingly colder, and when he came 
out into the street he was surprised by a few flakes 
of snow. While he still earned the sword-stick 
and the rest of Gregory’s portable luggage, he had 
thrown the cloak down and left it somewhere, 
perhaps on the steam-tug, perhaps on the balcony. 
Hoping, therefore, that the snow-shower might 
be shght, he stepped back out of the street for a 
moment and stood up under the doorway of a 
small and greasy hair-dresser’s shop, the front 
window of which was empty, except for a sickly 
wax lady m evemng dress. 

Snow, however, began to thicken and fall fast ; 
and Syme, havmg found one glance at the wax 
lady quite sufficient to depress his spmts, stared 
out mstead mto the white and empty street. He 
was considerably astonished to see, standing 
qmte still outside the shop and staring mto the 
window, a man. His top hat was loaded with 
snow like the hat of Father Christmas, the white 
drift was nsmg round his boots and ankles ; 
but it seemed as if nothmg could tear him away 
from the contemplation of the colourless wax 
doll m dirty evemng dress That any human 
bemg should stand m such weather lookmg into 
such a shop was a matter of sufficient wonder to 
Syme ; but his idle w’onder turned suddenly mto 
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a personal shock; for he reah2ed that the man 
standing there was the paralytic old Professor de 
Worms. It scarcely seemed the place for a 
person of his years and infirmities. 

Syme was ready to believe anything about the 
perversions of this dehumanized brotherhood ; 
but .even he could not believe that the Profrasor 
had fallen in love with that particular wax lady 
He could only suppose that the man’s malady 
(whatever it was) mvolved some momentary fits 
of rigidity or trance. He was not inclined, 
however, to feel in this case any very compas- 
sionate concern. On the contra^, he rather 
congratulated himself that the Professor’s stroke 
and his elaborate and limping walk would make 
it easy to escape from him and leave him miles 
behmd. For Syme thirsted first and last to get 
clear of the whole poisonous atmosphere, if only 
for an hour Then he could collect his thoughts, 
formulate his policy, and decide finally whether 
he should or should not keep faith with Gregory. 

He strolled away through the dancing snow, 
turned up two or three streets, down through two 
or three others, and entered a small Soho res- 
taurant for lunch. He partook reflectively of 
four small and quamt courses, drank half a bottle 
of red wme, and ended up over black coflee and a 
black cigar, still thinking He had taken his seat 
in the upper room of the restaurant, which was 
full of the chink of kmves and the chatter of 
foreigners. He remembered that m old days he 
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had imagined that all these harmless and kmdly 
aliens were anarchists. He shuddered, remem- 
bermg the real thing. But even the shudder had 
the ddbghtful shame of escape. The wme, the 
common food, the familiar place, the faces of 
natural and talkative men, made him almost feel 
as if the Council of the Seven Days had been a 
bad dream , and although he knew it was never- 
theless an objective reahty, it was at least a 
distant one Tall houses and populous streets 
lay between him and his last si^t of the shameful 
seven ; he was free m free London, and dnnkmg 
wme among the free. With a somewhat easier 
action, he took his hat and stick and strolled 
down the stair mto the ^op bdlow. 

When he entered that lower room he stood 
stricken and rooted to the spot. At a small table, 
close up to the blank wmdow and the white street 
of snow, sat the old anarchist Professor over a 
glass of milk, with his lifted hvid face and pendent 
eyehds. For an mstant Syme stood as rigid as 
the stick he leant upon. Then with a gesture as 
of bhnd hurry, he brushed past the Ptofessor, 
dashmg open ^e door and slamTining it behmd 
him, and stood outside m the snow. 

“ Can that old corpse be foUowmg me ? ** he 
asked himself, bitmg his yellow moustache. “ 1 
stopped too long up m that room, so that even 
such leaden feet could catch me up One comfort 
is, with a httle brisk walkmg Z can put a man hke 
that as far away as Timbuctoo. Or am I too 
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fanciful ? Was he really following me ? Surely 
Sunday would not be such a fool as to s^d a 
lame man ? ’* 

He set off at a smart pace, twisting and whirling 
his stick, in the direction of Covent Garden. As 
he crossed the great market the snow increased, 
growing bhndmg and bewildering as the afternoon 
began to darken. The snow-flakes tormented 
him like a swarm of silver b^s Getting mto his 
eyes and beard, they added their unremitting 
futility to his already irritated nerves ; and by the 
time ^at he had come at a swmgmg pace to the 
beginning of Fleet Street, he lost patience, and 
finding a Sunday tea-shop, turned into it to take 
shelter. He ordered another cup of black coffee 
as an excuse Scarcely had he done so, when 
Professor de Worms hobbled heavily mto the 
shop, sat down with difficulty and ordered a glass 
of milk 

Syme’s walkmg-stick had fallen from his hand 
with a great clang, which confessed the concealed 
steel But the Professor did not look round. 
Syme, who was commonly a cool character, was 
hteraUy gapmg as a rustic gapes at a conjurmg 
tnck. He had seen no cab foUowmg; he had 
heard no wheels outside the shop ; to all mortal 
appearances the man had come on foot. But the 
old man could only walk like a snail, and Syme 
had walked like the wind He started up and 
snatched his stick, half crazy with the contradic- 
tion in mere arithmetic, and swrmg out of the 
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swinging doors, leaving his coffee untasted An 
omnibus going to the Bank went rattling by with 
an unusual rapidity. He had a violent run of a 
hundred yards to reach it ; but he managed to 
spring, swaying upon the splash-board, and 
pausing for an instant to pant, he climbed on to 
the top. When he had been seated for about 
half a minute, he heard behind him a sort of heavy 
and asthmatic breathing. 

Tummg sharply, he saw nsmg gradually higher 
and hi ghftr up thft n mni hns steps a top hat soiled 
and drippmg with snow, and under the shadow of 
its bnm the short-sighted face and shaky shoulders 
of Professor de Worms. He let himself into a 
seat with characteristic care, and wrapped himself 
up to the chm m the mackintosh rug. 

Every movement of the old man’s tottermg 
figure and vague hands, every uncertam gesture 
and panic-stncken pause, seemed to put it beyond 
question that he was helpless, that he was m the 
last imbeciht/ of the body. He moved by inches, 
he let himself down with httle gasps of caution. 
And yet, unless the philosophical entities called 
time and space have no vestige even of a practical 
existence, it appeared quite unquestionable that 
he had nm after the ommbus 

Syme sprang erect upon the rockmg car, and 
after starmg wildly at the wmtry sky, that grew 
gloomier every moment, he ran down the steps. 
He had repressed an elemental impulse to leap 
over the side. 
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Too bewildered to look back or to reason, lie 
rushed into one of the httle courts at the side of 
Fleet Street as a rabbit rushes into a hole. He 
had a vague idea, if this incomprehensible old 
Jack-in-the-box was really pursuing him, that m 
that labyrinth of httle streets he could soon throw 
him off the scent. He dived m and out of those 
orooked lanes, which were more like cracks than 
thoroughfares; and by the time that he had 
completed about twenty alternate angles and 
described an unthinkable polygon, he paused to 
listen for any sound of pursmt. There was none ; 
there could not in any case have been much, for 
die little streets were thick with the soimdless 
snow. Somewhere behmd Red lion Court, 
however, he noticed a place where some energetic 
citizen had cleared away the snow for a space of 
about twenty yards, leavmg the wet, ghstemng 
cobble-stones. He thought httle of this as he 
passed it, only plungmg mto yet another arm of 
the maze. But when a few hundred yards farther 
on he stood still agam to listen, his heart stood 
still also, for he heard from that space of r ugg ed 
stones the clmking crutch and labouring feet of 
the infernal cripple. 

The sky above was loaded with the clouds of 
snow, leavmg London m a darkness and oppres- 
sion premature for that hour of the evenmg. On 
each side of Syme the walls of the alley were 
blind and featurel^s ; there was no httle wmdow 
or any kmd of eye He felt a new impulse to 
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break out of this hive of houses, and to get once 
more into the open and lamplit street. Yet he 
rambled and dodged for a long tune before he 
struck the mam thoroughfare. When he did so, 
he struck it much farther up than he had fancied. 
He came out mto what seemed the vast and void 
of Ludgate Circus, and saw St. Paul’s Cathedral 
sitting m the sky. 

At first he was startled to find these great roads 
so empty, as if a pestilence had swept through the 
city. Then he told himself that some degree of 
emptmess was natural; first because the snow- 
storm was even dangerously deep, and secondly 
because it was Sunday. And at the very word 
Sunday he bit his hp ; the word was henceforth 
for hum like some mdecent pun. Under the white 
fog of snow high up m the heaven the whole 
atmosphere of the city was turned to a very queer 
kind of green twihght, as of men under the sea. 
The sealed and suUen sunset behmd the dark 
dome of St. Paul’s had m it smoky and simster 
colours — colours of sickly green, dead red or 
decaymg bronze, that were just bright enough 
to emphasize the sohd whiteness of the snow. 
But right up against these dreary colours rose the 
black bulk of the cathedral , and upon the top of 
the cathedral was a random splash and great stam 
of snow, still clinging as to an Alpme peak. It 
had fallen accidentally, but just so fallen as to 
half drape the dome from its very topmost pomt, 
and to pick out m perfect silver the great orb and 
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the cross. When Syme saw it he suddenly 
strai^tened himself, and made with his sword- 
stick an involuntary salute. 

He knew that that evil figure, his shadow, was 
creepmg qmckly or slowly behind him, and he did 
not care. It seemed a symbol of human faith and 
valour that while the skies were darke ning that 
high place of the earth was bright- The devils 
might have captured heaven, but they had not yet 
captured the cross. He had a new impulse to 
tsax out the secret of this dancmg, jumping and 
pursuing paralytic ; and at the entrance of the 
court as it opened upon the Cucus he turned, 
stick m hand, to face his pursuer 

Professor de Worms came slowly round the 
comer of the irregular alley behind him, his 
unnatural form outhned against a lonely gas- 
lamp, irresistibly recalhng that very imagmative 
figure m the nursery rhymes, “ the crooked man 
who went a crooked mile.” He really looked 
as if he had been twisted out of shape by the 
tortuous streets he had been threadmg He came 
nearer and nearer, the lamplight shming on his 
lifted spectacles, his hfted, patient face. Syme 
waited for him as St. George waited for the 
dragon, as a man waits for a final explanation or 
for death. And the old Professor came right up 
to him and passed him like a total stranger, 
without even a blink of his mournful eyelids. 

There was somethmg m this silent and unex- 
pected innocence that left Syme in a final fury. 
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The man’s colourless face and manner seemed to 
assert that the whole following had been an 
accident. Syme was galvanized with an energy 
that was something between bitterness and a 
burst of boyish derision. He made a wild gesture 
as if to knock the old man’s hat ofL called out 
somethmg like “ Catch me if you can, and went 
radng away across the white, open Circus. 
Concealment was impossible now; and lookmg 
back over his shoulder, he could see the black 
figure of the old gentleman coming after him 
with long, swinging strides like a man winning a 
mile race. But the head upon that boimding 
body was still pale, grave and professional, like 
the head of a lecturer upon the body of a harlequin 

This outrageous chase sped across Ludgate 
Circus, up Ludgate Hill, round St. Paul’s Cathe- 
dral, along Cheapside, Syme remembering all the 
ni^tmares he had ever known. Then Syme 
broke away towards the river, and ended almost 
down by the docks. He saw the yellow panes of 
a low, hghted pubhc-house, flung hunsdf mto it 
and ordered beer. It was a foul tavern, sprinkled 
with foreign sailors, a place where opium might 
be smoked or kmves drawn. 

A moment later Professor de Worms entered 
the place, sat down carefully, and asked for a 
^ass of milk 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE PROFESSOR EXPLAINS 

When Gabnel Syme found himself finally estab- 
lished in a chair, and opposite to hiTn, fixed and 
final also, the lifted eyebrows and leaden eyehds 
of the Professor, his fears fully returned. This 
incomprehensible man from the fierce council, 
after all, had certainly pursued him. If the man 
had one character as a paralytic and another 
character as a pursuer, the antithesis might make 
him more interestmg, but scarcely more soothing. 
It would be a very small comfort that he could 
not find the Professor out, if by some serious 
accident the Professor should find him out. He 
emptied a whole pewter pot of ale before the 
Professor had touched his milk. 

One possibility, however, kept him hopeful and 
yet helpless. It was just possible that this 
escapade signified somethmg other than even a 
slight suspicion of him . Perhaps it was some 
regular form or sign. Perhaps the foohsh scam- 
per was some sort of friendly signal that he ought 
to have understood Perhaps it was a ritual. 
Perhaps the new Thursday was always chased 
along Cheapside, as the new Lord Mayor is 
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always escorted along it. He was just selecting 
a tentative inquiry, when the old Professor 
opposite suddenly and simply cut him short. 
Before Syme could ask the first diplomatic 
question, the old anarchist had asked suddenly, 
without any sort of preparation — 

“ Are you a pohceman ? ” 

Whatever else Syme had expected, he had never 
expected any thing so brutal and actual as this. 
Even his great presence of mmd could only 
manage a reply with an air of rather blundermg 
jocularity. 

“ A pohceman ? ” he said, laughmg vaguely. 
“Whatever made you think of a pohceman m 
connection with me ? ” 

“ The process was simple enough,” answered 
the Professor patiently. “ I thought you looked 
hke a pohceman. I think so now.” 

“ Did I take a pohceman’s hat by mistake out 
of the restaurant ? ” asked Syme, smilmg wildly, 
“ Have I by any chance got a number stuck on to 
me somewhere ? Have my boots got that watch- 
ful look ? Why must I be a policeman ? Do, 
do let me be a postman.” 

The old Professor shook his head with a gravity 
that gave no hope, but Syme ran on with a 
feverish irony. 

“ But perhaps I misunderstood the dehcacies of 
your German philosophy. Perhaps policeman is 
a relative term In an evolutionary sense, sir, the 
ape fades so gradually mto the polic eman^ that I 
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mysdf can never detect the shade. The monkey 
is only the pohceman that may be. Perhaps a 
maiden lady on Clapham Common is only the 
pohceman that might have been. I don’t mind 
bemg the pohceman that might have been. I 
don’t mmd bemg anything m German thought.” 

“ Are you in the pohce service ? ” said the old 
man, ignonng aU Syme’s improvised and desperate 
raiUery. “ Are you a detective ? ” 

Syme’s heart turned to stone, but his face never 
changed. 

“ Your suggestion is ridiculous,” he began. 
“ Why on earth 

The old man struck his palsied hand passion^ 
ately on the rickety table, nearly breaking it. 

“ Did you hear me ask a plam question, you 
paltermg spy ? ” he shrieked m a high, cra 2 y 
voice. “Are you, or are you not, a pohce 
detective ” 

“ No I ” answered Syme, hke a man standing 
on the hangman’s drop. 

“You swear it?” said the old man, leaning 
across to him, his dead face beconung as it were 
loathsomely ahve “ You swear it You swear 
It If you swear falsely, will you be damned ? 
Will you be sure that ^e devd dances at your 
funeral ? Will you see that the mghtmare sits on 
your grave ? Will there really be no mistake ? 
You are an anarchist, you are a dynamiter ! 
Above all, you are not m any sense a detective ? 
You are not m the British pohce 7 ” 
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He leant his angalar elbow far across the table, 
and put up his large loose hand like a flap to 
his ear. 

** I am not in the Bntish pohce,” said Syme 
with msane calm. 

Professor de Worms fell back in his chair with 
a curious air of kindly collapse. 

“ That’s a pity,” he said, “ because I am.” 

Syme sprang up strai^t, sendmg back the 
bench behind him with a crash. 

“ Because you are what ? ” he said thickly. 
** You are what ? ” 

“ I am a pohceman,” said the Professor with 
his first broad smile, and beaming through his 
spectacles ** But as you think pohceman only a 
relative term, of course I have nothing to do with 
you I am m the Bntish pohce force ; but as you 
teU me you are not m the Bntish pohce force, I 
can only say that I met you in a dynanuters* club. 
I suppose I ought to arrest you.” And with 
these words he laid on the table before Syme an 
exact facsimile of the blue card which Syme had 
m his own waistcoat pocket, the symbol of his 
power from the pohce. 

Syme had for a flash the sensation that the 
cosmos had turned exactly upside down, that all 
trees were growmg downwards and that all stars 
were under his feet. Then came slowly the 
opposite conviction. For the last twenty-four 
hours the cosmos had really been upside down, 
but now the capsized umverse had come right 
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Side up again. This devil from whom he had 
been fleemg all day was only an elder brother of 
his own house, who on the other side of the table 
lay back and laughed at him. He did not for the 
moment ask any questions of detail; he only 
knew the happy and silly fact that this shadow, 
which had pursued him with an mtolerable 
oppression of peril, was only the shadow of a 
friend trying to catch him up. He knew simul> 
taneously that he was a fool and a free man. For 
with any recovery from morbidity there must go 
a certam healthy humihation. There comes a 
certam point m such conditions when only three 
things are possible : first a perpetuauon of Satanic 
pride, secondly tears, and thirdly laughter. Syme’s 
egotism held hard to the first course for a few 
seconds, and then suddenly adopted the third. 
Takmg his own blue pohce ticket from his own 
waistcoat pocket, he tossed it on to the table ; 
then he flung his head back until his spike of 
yellow beard almost pomted at the ceihng, and 
shouted with a barbaric laughter. 

Even m that close den, perpetually filled with 
the dm of kmves, plates, cans, clamorous voices, 
sudden stru gg les and stampedes, there was some- 
thmg Homeric m S3mie’s mirth which made many 
half-drunken men look round. 

“ What yer laughmg at, guv’nor ? ” asked one 
wondermg labourer from the docks 

“ At myself,” answered Syme, and went off 
again mto the agony of his ecstatic reaction, 
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“Pall yourself together,” said the Professor, 
“ or you’ll get hysterical. Have some more beer. 
ITl join you.” 

“ You haven’t drunk your milk,” said Syme, 

“ My milk ! ” said the other, m tones of 
withermg and unfathomable contempt, “ my 
milk ! Do you think I’d look at the beastly stuff 
when I’m out of sight of the bloody anarchists ? 
We’re all Christians m this room, though per- 
haps,” he added, glancmg around at the reehng 
crowd, “ not stnct ones. Fimsh my milk ? 
Great blazes I yes. I’ll finish it right enough ! ” 
and he knocked the tumbler off the table, makmg 
a crash of glass and a splash of silver £lmd 

Syme was starmg at him with a happy curiosity. 

“ I understand now,” he cried ; “ of course, 
you’re not an old man at all.” 

“ I can’t take my face off here,,” rephed Pro- 
fessor de Worms. “ It’s rather an elaborate make- 
up. As to whether I’m an old man, that’s not 
for me to say. I was thirty-eight last birthday.” 

“Yes, but I mean,” said Syme impatiently, 
“ there’s nothing the matter with you.” 

“ Yes,” answered the other dispassionately 
“ I am subject to colds ” 

Syme’s laughter at all this had about it a wild 
weakness of rehef He laughed at the idea of the 
paral5rtic Professor bemg really a young actor 
dressed up as if for the foot-hghts But he felt 
that he would have laughed as loudly if a pepper- 
pot had fallen over. 
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The false Professor drank and wiped his false 
beard. 

“ Did you know,” he asked, “ that that man 
Gogol was one of us ? ” 

“ I ? No, I didn’t know it,” answered Syme in 
some surprise. “ But didn’t you ? ” 

“ I knew no more than the dead,” replied the 
man who called himself de Worms. “ I thought 
the President was talkmg about me, and I rattled 
m my boots.” 

“ And I thought he was talking about me,” 
said Syme, with his rather reckless laughter. ** I 
had my hand on my revolver all the tune ” 

** So had I,” said the Professor grimly ; “ so 
had Gogol evidently ” 

Syme struck the table with an exclamation. 

“ Why, there were three of us there ! ” he cried. 
“ Three out of seven is a fitting number. If we 
had only known that we were three ! ” 

The face of Professor de Worms darkened, and 
he did not look up. 

“ We were three,” he said. “ If we had 
been three hundred we could stiU have done 
nothmg.” 

“ Not if we were three hundred agamst four ? ” 
asked Syme, jeenng rather boisterously. 

“ No,” said the Prof^sor with sobriety, “ not 
if we were three hundred agamst Simday.” 

And the mere name struck Syme cold and 
serious ; his laughter had died m lus heart, before 
It could die on his bps The face of the unfor- 
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gettable President sprang into his mind as startling 
as a coloured photograph, and he remarked this 
difference between Simday and all his satellites, 
that their faces, however fierce or sinister, became 
gradually blurred by memory like other human 
faces, whereas Sunday’s seemed almost to grow 
more actual during absence, as if a man’s pamted 
portrait should slowly come alive. 

They were both silent for a measure of mo- 
ments, and then Syme’s speech came with a rush, 
like the sudden foammg of champagne. 

“ Professor,” he cned, “ it is mtolerable. Are 
you afraid of this man ” 

The Professor lifted his heavy hds, and gazed 
at Syme with large, wide-open, blue eyes of an 
almost ethereal honesty. 

“ Yes, I am,” he said mildly. “ So are you.” 
Syme was dumb for an mstant. Then he rose 
to his feet erect, like an insulted man, and thrust 
the chair away from him. 

“ Yes,” he said m a voice mdescnbable, “ you 
are ri^t. I am afraid of him. Therefore I 
swear by God that I will seek out this man whom 
I fear until I find him, and strike him on the 
mouth. If heaven were his throne and the earth 
his footstool, I swear that I would pull bim down.” 
“ How ? ” asked the stanng Professor. “ Why ? ” 
** Because I am afraid of him,” said Syme ; 
“ and no man should leave m the umverse any- 
thmg*of which he is afraid ” 

De Worms blmked at him with a sort of bhnd 
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wonder. He made an effort to speak, but Syme 
went on in a low voice, but with an undercurrent 
of inhuman exaltation — 

“Who would condescend to strike down the 
mere things that he do^ not fear ? Who would 
debase himself to be merely brave, like any 
common prize-fighter ? Who would stoop to be 
fearless — like a tree ? Fight the thmg that you 
fear. You remember the old tale of the En glis h 
clergyman who gave the last ntes to the brigand of 
Sicily, and how on his death-bed the great robber 
said, * I can give you no money, but I can give 
you advice for a lifetime: your thumb on the 
blade, and strike upwards.’ So I say to you, 
strike upwards, if you strike at the stars.” 

The other looked at the ceiling, one of the 
tricks of his pose 

“ Sunday is a fixed star,” he said. 

“ You shall see him a falhng star,” said Syme, 
and put on his hat. 

The decision of his gesture drew the Professor 
vaguely to his feet. 

“ Have you any idea,” he asked, with a sort of 
benevolent bewilderment, “ exactly where you are 
gomg ? ” 

“ Yes,” rephed Syme shortly, “ I am gomg to 
prevent this bomb being thrown in Paris.” 

“ Have you any conception how ? ” inquired 
the other. 

“ No,” said Sjrme with equal decision. 

“ You remember, of course,” resumed the 
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soi-disant de Worms, pulling his beard and looking 
out of the window, “that when we broke up 
rather humedly the whole arrangements for the 
atrocity w^e left m the private hands of the 
Marquis and Dr. BulL The Marquis is by this 
tune probably crossing the Channdi. But where 
he will go and what he will do it is doubtful 
whethCT even the President knows , certainly we 
don’t. The only man who does know is Dr. BuU.” 

“ Confound it ! ” cried Syme. “ And we don’t 
know where he is ” 

“Yes,” said the other m his curious, absent- 
minded way, “ I know where he is myselJf.” 

“ Will you tell me ? ” asked Syme with eager 
eyes 

“ I will take you there,” said the Professor, and 
took down his own hat from a peg. 

Syme stood looking at him with a sort of rigid 
excitement 

“ What do you mean ? ” he asked sharply. 
“ Will you jom me Will you take the risk 7 ” 

“ Young man,” said the Professor pleasantly, 
“ I am amused to observe that you thmV l am a 
coward. As to that I wiU say only one word, 
and that shall be entirely m the manner of your 
own philosophical rhetoric. You thtnk that it is 
possible to pull down the President. 1 know 
that it is impossible, and I am gomg to try it,” 
and opening the tavern door, which let m a blast 
of bitter air, they went out together mto the dark 
streets by the docks. 
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Most of the snow was melted or trampled to 
mud, but here and there a clot of it still showed 
grey rather than white in the gloom. The small 
streets were sloppy and full of pools, which 
reflected the flaming lamps irregularly, and by 
accident, hke fragments of some other and fallen 
world. Syme felt almost dazed as he stepped 
through this growmg confusion of hghts and 
shadows ; but his compamon walked on with a 
certain briskness towards where, at the end of the 
street, an mch or two of the lampht nver looked 
like a bar of flame. 

“ Where are you gomg ” Syme mquired. 

“ Just now,” answered the Professor, “ I am 
gomg just round the comer to see whether Dr. 
Bun has gone to bed. He is hygiemc, and 
retires early.” 

“ Dr Bull ’ ” exclaimed Syme “ Does he hve 
roimd the comer ? ” 

“ No,” answered his friend. “ As a matter of 
fact he hves some way off, on the other side of the 
nver, but we can teU from here whether he has 
gone to bed.” 

Tummg the comer as he spoke, and facmg the 
dun nver, flecked with flame, he pomted with his 
stick to the other bank. On the Surrey side at 
this point there ran out mto the Thames, seeming 
almost to overhang it, a bulk and cluster of those 
tall tenements, dotted with hghted wmdows, and 
rismg like factory chimneys to an almost insane 
height. Their special poise and position made 
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one block of buildings especially look like a Tower 
of Babdi with a hundred eyes. Syme had never 
seen any of the sky-s^aping buildings in America, 
so he could only think of the buildmgs in a dream. 

Even as he stared, the highest hght in this 
innumerably lighted turret abruptly went out, as 
if this black Argus had winked at him with one 
of his innumerable ey^. 

Professor de Worms swung round on his heel, 
and struck his stick against his boot. 

“ We are too late,” he said, ** the hygienic 
Doctor has gone to bed.” 

“ What do you mean ” asked Syme. “ Does 
he live over there, then ? ** 

“ Yes.’^said de Worms, “ behind that particular 
window which you can’t see Come along and 
get some dinner. We must call on him to-mor- 
row mommg ” 

Without further parley, he led the way through 
several by-ways until they came out into the flare 
and clamour of the East India Dock Road. The 
Professor, who seemed to know his way about the 
neighbourhood, proceeded to a place where the 
Ime of lighted shops fell back into a sort of abrupt 
twihght and quiet, m which an old white inn, all 
out of repair, stood back some twenty feet from 
the road. 

“ You can find good English inns left by acci- 
dent everywhere, like fossils,” esplamed the 
Professor “ I once found a decent place m the 
West End.” 
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I suppose,” said Symc, smiling, “ that this is 
the corresponding decent place in the East End ? ** 

” It is,” said the Professor reverently, and 
went m. 

In that place they dmed and slept, both very 
thoroughly. The beans and bacon, which these 
unaccountable people cooked well, the astonishing 
emergence of Burgundy from their cellars, crowned 
Syme’s sense of a new comradeship and comfort. 
Through all this ordeal his root horror had been 
isolation, and there are no words to express the 
abyss between isolation and having one ally. It 
may be con^^ed to the mathematidans that four 
is twice two. But two is not twice one ; two is 
two thousand times one. That is why, m spite of 
a hundred disadvantages, the world wiU alwa>s 
return to monogamy. 

Syme was able to pour out for the first tune the 
whole of his outrageous tale, from the tune when 
Gregory had taken him to the little tavern by the 
river. He did it idly and amply, m a luxuriant 
monologue, as a man speaks with very old friends. 
Qpjiis side, also, the man who had impersonated 
Professor de, Worms was not less communicative- 
His own story was almost as silly as Syme’s 

” That’s a good get-up of yours,” said Syme, 
drainmg a glass of Mficon ; a lot better than old 
Gogol’s. Even at the start I thought he was a bit 
too hairy.” 

“A difference of artistic theory,” replied the 
Professor pensively. “ Gogol was an ideahst 
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He made up as the abstract or platomc ideal of an 
anarchist. But 1 am a realist. 1 am a portrait 
painter. But, indeed, to say that I am a portrait 
painter is an inadequate expression. I am a 
portrait ** 

“ I don’t understand you,” said Syme. 

“ I a.Tn a portrait,” repeated the Professor “ I 
am a portrait of the celebrated Professor de 
Worms, who is, I beheve, m Naples.” 

“ You mean you are made up hke him,” said 
Syme “ But doesn’t he know that you are taking 
his nose m vam ” 

“ He knows it n^t enou^,” reph^ his fiiend 
cheerfully. 

“ Then why doesn’t he denounce you ? ” 

“ I have denounced him,” answered the Pro- 
fessor. 

“ Do explain yourself,” said Syme. 

“ With pleasure, if you don’t mind hearing my 
story,” rephed the eminent foreign philosopher. 
“ I am by profession an actor, and my name is 
Wilks. Wbien I was on the stage I mixed with all 
sorts of Bohemian and blackguard company 
Sometimes I touched the edge of the turf, some- 
times the nfif-rafif of the arts, and occasionally the 
pohtical refugee In some den of exiled dreamers 
I was introduced to the great German Nihilist 
philosopher. Professor de Worms. I did not 
gather much about him beyond his appearance, 
which was very disgustmg, and which I studied 
carefully. I understood that he had proved that 
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the destructive principle in the universe was God ; 
hence he insisted on the need for a funous and 
incessant energy, rending all things in pieces. 
ISiergy, he said, was the All. He was lame, 
shortsi^ted, and partially paralytic. When I 
met him I was in a frivolous mood, and I di^iked 
him so much that I resolved to mutate him. If I 
had been a drau^tsman I would have drawn a 
caricature. I was only an actor, I could only 
act a caricature. I made mysdf up mto what 
was meant for a wild exaggeration of the old 
Professor’s dirty old self. When I went mto the 
room full of his supporters I expected to be 
received with a roar of laughter, or (if they were 
too far gone) with a roar of mdignation at the 
insult. I cannot describe the surprise I felt when 
my entrance was received with a respectful 
silence, followed (when I had first opened my 
lips) with a murmur of admiration. The curse 
of the perfect artist had fallen upon me. I had 
been too subtle, I had been too true. They 
thought I really was the great Nihilist Professor. 
I was a healthy-minded young man at the tune, 
and I confess that it was a blow. Before I could 
fuUy recover, however, two or three of these 
a dmir ers ran up to me radiating mdignation, and 
told me that a pubhc insult had been put upon 
me m the next room I mquired its nature. It 
seemed that an impertinent fellow had dressed 
himself up as a preposterous parody of myself. 
I had drunk more champagne than was good 
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for me, and m a flash of folly I decided to see the 
situation through- Consequently it was to meet 
the glare of the company and my own lifted eye- 
brows and freezing eyes that the real Professor 
came mto the room. 

** I need hardly say there was a collision The 
pessimists all round me looked anxiously from 
one Professor to the other Professor to see which 
was really the more feeble. But I won. An old 
man in poor health, like my^ rival, could not be 
eiqiected to be so impressively feeble as a young 
actor m the prime of life. You see, he really had 
paralysis, and workmg withm this defimte limita- 
tion, he couldn’t be so jolly paralytic as I was. 
Then he tried to blast my claims mtellectually. I 
countered that by a very simple dodge. When- 
ever he said something that nobody but he could 
understand, I rephed with somethmg which I 
could not even understand myself. ‘ I don’t 
fancy,’ he said, ‘ that you could have worked out 
tile prmciple that evolution is only negation, 
smce there inheres in it the mtroduction of lacunas, 
which are an essential of differentiation.’ I 
rephed qmte scornfully, ‘You read all that up 
m Pmckwerts , the notion that mvolution func- 
tioned eugemcaUy was exposed long ago by 
Glumpe,’ It is unnecessary for me to say that 
there never were such people as Pmckwerts and 
Glumpe But the people all round (rather to my 
surprise) seemed to remember them qmte well, 
and the Professor, findmg that the learned and 
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mysterious method left him rather at the mercy 
of an enemy shghtly deficient in scruples, fell back 
upon a more popular form of wit. ‘ I see/ he 
sneered, * you prevail like the false pig m JEsop.’ 
‘And you fail,’ I answered, smiling, ‘like the 
hedgehog in Montaigne,* Need I say that there 
is no hedgehog m Montaigne ? ‘ Your clap-'trap 
comes off,’ he said ; ‘ so would your beard.* I 
had no intelligent answer to this, which was quite 
true and rather witty. But I laughed heartily, 
answered, * Like the Pantheist’s boots,* at random, 
and turned on my heel with ^ the honours of 
victory. The real Professor was thrown out, but 
not with violence, though one man tried very 
patiently to puU off his nose. He is now, I 
beheve, received everywhere m Europe as a 
dehghfful impostor. His apparent earnestness 
and anger, you see, make him aU the more enter- 
tainmg.” 

“ Well,” said Syme, “ I can understand your 
puttmg on his dirty old beard for a night’s prac- 
tical joke, but I don’t understand your never 
takmg it off again.” 

“ That IS the rest of the story,” said the imper- 
sonator. ‘When I myself left the company, 
followed by reverent applause, I went bmpmg 
down the dark street, hopmg that I should soon 
be far enough away to be able to walk like a 
human bemg. To my astomshment, as I was 
tummg'the comer, I felt a touch on the shoulder, 
and tu rnin g, found myself under the shadow of 
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an enormous policeman. He told me I was 
wanted. I struck a sort of paralytic attitude^ and 
cried m a high German accent, * Yes, I am wanted 
— ^by the oppressed of the world You are 
arresting me on the charge of bemg the great 
anarchist, I*rofessor de Worms.’ The policeman 
impassively consulted a paper m his hand, ‘ No, 
sir,’ he said civilly, * at least, not exactly, sir. I 
am arrestmg you on the charge of not being the 
celebrated anarchist. Professor de Worms.’ This 
charge, if it was crimmal at all, was certainly the 
lifter of the two, and I went along with the man, 
doubtful, but not greatly dismayed. I was 
shown mto a number of rooms, and eventually 
into the presence of a pohce ofScer, who explamed 
that a senous campaign had been opened agamst 
the centres of anarchy, and that this, my successful 
masquerade, might be of considerable value to 
the pubhc safety. He offered me a good salary 
and this httle blue card. Though our conversa- 
tion was short, he struck me as a man of very 
massive common sense and humour , but I cannot 
teH you much about him personally, because ” 

S3mie laid down his knife and fork. 

“ I know,” he said, “ because you talked to 
hun m a dark room.” 

Professor de Worms nodded and dramed his 
glass. 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE MAN IN SPECTACLES 

“ Burgundy is a jolly thing,” said the Professor 
sadly, as he set his glass down. 

“ You don’t look as if it were,” said Syme ; 
** you drink it as if it were medicine.” 

“ You must excuse my manner,” said the 
Professor dismally, ** my position is rather a 
curious one. Inside I am really bursting with 
bo3nsh merriment ; but I acted the paralytic 
Professor so well, tliat now I can’t leave off. So 
that when I am among fnends, and have no need 
at all to disguise myself, I still can’t help speakmg 
slow and wrinkling my forehead — -just as if it 
were my forehead. I can be qmte happy, you 
rmderstand, but only m a paralytic sort of way. 
The most buoyant exclamations leap up m my 
heart, but they come out of my mouth qmte 
different. You should hear me say, ‘ Buck up, 
old cock ! ’ It would brmg tears to your 
eyes ” 

It does,” said Syme ; ” but I cannot help 
thinkmg'that apart from all that you are really a 
bit worried.” 
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The Professor started a little and looked at 
him steadily. 

“ You are a very clever fellow,” he said, “ it is 
a pleasme to work with you. Yes, I have rather 
a heavy cloud in my head. There is a great 
problem to face,” and he sank his bald brow m 
his two hands. 

Then he said m a low voice — 

Can you play the piano ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Syme in simple wonder, ** I’m 
supposed to have a good touch.” 

Then, as the other did not speak, he added — 

“ I trust the great cloud is lifted ” 

After a long silence, the Professor said out of 
the cavernous shadow of his hands — 

** It would have done just as well if you could 
work a typewriter.” 

** Thank you,” said Syme, “ you flatter me.” 

** Listen to me,” said the other, “ and remember 
whom we have to see to-morrow. You and I are 
gomg to-morrow to attempt somethmg which is 
very much more dangerous than trymg to steal 
the Crown Jewels out of the Tower. We are 
trying to steal a secret from a very sharp, very 
strong, and very wicked man. I believe therejis 
no man, except the President, of course, who is so 
seriously startlmg and formidable as that httle 
g rinnin g fellow m goggles. He has not perhaps 
the white-hot enthusiasm unto death, the mad 
martyrdom for anarchy, which marks the Secre- 
tary. But then that very fanaticism m the 
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Secretary has a human pathos, and is almost a 
redeeming trait. But the httle Doctor has a 
brutal samty that is more shocking than the 
Secretary’s disease. Don’t you notice his de- 
testable virility and vitality? He bounces like an 
mdia-rubber ball Depend on it, Sunday was 
not asleep (I wonder if he ever sleeps when he 
locked up all the plans of this outrage m the 
round, black head of Dr. Bull ” 

“ And you think,” said Syme, “ that this 
umque monster will be soothed if I play the 
piano to him ” 

“ Don’t be an ass,” said his mentor. “ I 
mentioned the piano because it gives one quick 
and mdependent fingers Syme, if we are to go 
through this mterview and come out sane or 
ahve, we must have some code of signals between 
us that this brute will not see I have made a 
rough alphabetical cypher corresponding to the 
five fingers — like this, see,” and he rippled with 
his fingers on the wooden table — “ BAD, bad, 
a word we may frequently require.” 

Syme poured himself out another glass of wme, 
and began to study the scheme. He was abnor- 
mally quick with his brams at puzzles, and with 
his hands at conjurmg, and it did not take him 
long to learn how he nught convey simple mes- 
sages by what would seem to be idle taps upon a 
table or knee But wme and companionship had 
always the effect of mspinng hun to a farcical 
ingenuity, and the Professor soon found himself 
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Struggling with the too vast energy of the new 
language, as it passed through the heated brain 
of Syme. 

“ We must have several word-signs,” said 
Syme seriously — words that we are likely to 
want, fine shades of meaning. My favourite 
word is ‘ coeval ’ What’s yours ” 

” Do stop playing the goat,” said the Professor 
plaintively. “ You don’t know how serious 
this IS.” 

“ ‘ Lush,’ too,” said Syme, shakmg his head 
sagaciously, “ we must have ‘ lush ’ — word apphed 
to grass, don’t you know ” 

“ Do you imagme,” asked the Professor furi- 
ously, “that we are gomg to talk to Dr. Bull 
about grass ? ” 

” There are several ways m which the subject 
could be approached,” said Syme reflectively, 
“and the word mtroduced without appearing 
forced. We might say, ‘ Dr. Bull, as a revolu- 
tionist, you remember that a tyrant once 
advised us to eat grass ; and mdeed many 
of us, lookmg on the fresh lush grass of 
summer ” 

“ Do you understand,” said the other, ** that 
this IS a tragedy ” 

“ Perfectly,” replied Syme , “ always be comic 
m a tragedy. What the deuce else can you do ? 
I wish this language of yours had a wider 
scope I suppose we could not extend it 
from the fingers to the toes That would 
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involve puILng off our boots and socks durmg 
the conversation, which however unobtrusively 
performed ” 

“ Syme,” said his friend with a stem simplicity, 
“ go to bed • ” 

Syme, however, sat up m bed for a considerable 
time mastering the new code. He was awakened 
next morning while the east was still sealed with 
darkness, and found his grey-bearded ally standing 
hke a ghost beside his bed. 

Syme sat up m bed blinking; then slowly 
collected his thoughts, threw off the bed-clothes, 
and stood up It seemed to him m some curious 
way that all the safety and sociability of the night 
before fell with the bed-clothes off him, and he 
stood up in an air of cold danger. He stiU felt an 
entire trust and loyalty towards his compamon , 
but it was the trust between two men gomg to the 
scaffold 

“ Well,” said Syme with a forced cheerfulness 
as he pulled on his trousers, “ I dreamt of that 
alphabet of yours. Did it take you long to make 
It up ?” 

The Professor made no answer, but gazed m 
front of him with eyes the colour of a wmtry sea ; 
so Syme repeated his question. 

“ I say, did it take you long to invent all this 
I’m considered good at these thmgs, and it was a 
good hour’s grmd. Did you learn it all on the 
spot ” 

The Professor was silent, his eyes were w'lde 
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open, and he wore a fixed but very small 
smile 

“ How long did it take you ? ” 

The Professor did not move. 

“ Confound you, can’t you answer ? ” called 
out Syme, m a sudden anger that had somelhmg 
like fear underneath Whether or no the Pro- 
fessor could answer, he did not. 

Syme stood staring back at the stiff face like 
parchment and the blank, blue eyes. His first 
thought was that the Professor had gone mad, 
but his second thought was more frightful. After 
all, what did he know about this queer creature 
whom he had heedlessly accepted as a friend ? 
What did he know, except that the man had been 
at the anarchist breakfast and had told him a 
ridiculous tale ? How improbable it was that 
there should be another friend there beside Gogol ! 
Was this man’s silence a sensational way of 
declaring war Was this adamantine stare after 
all only the awful sneer of some threefold traitor, 
who had turned for the last time He stood and 
strained his ears m this heartless silence He 
almost fancied he could hear dynamiters come 
to capture him shiftmg softly m the corridor 
outside 

Then his eye strayed downwards, and he burst 
out laughmg. Though the Professor himself 
stood there as voiceless as a statue, his five 
dumb fingers were dancmg alive upon the 
dead table. Syme watched the twmklmg move- 
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ments of the talking hand, and read clearly the 
message — 

“ I will only talk like this. We must get used 
to It.” 

He rapped out the answer with the impatience 
of relief — 

“ All nght. Let’s get out to breakfast.” 

They took their hats and sticks in silence ; but 
as Syme took his sword-stick, he held it hard. 

They paused for a few mmutes only to stuff 
down coffee and coarse thick sandwiches at a 
coffee stall, and then made their way across the 
nver, which under the grey and growmg hght 
looked as desolate as Acheron. They reached 
the bottom of the huge block of buildings which 
they had seen from across the nver, and began m 
silence to mount the naked and numberless stone 
steps, only pausmg now and then to make short 
remarks on the rail of the banisters At about 
every other flight they passed a window ; each 
wmdow showed them a pale and tragic dawn 
liftmg Itself laboriously over London. From 
each the innumerable roofs of slate looked like 
the leaden surges of a grey, troubled sea after 
ram. Syme was mcreasm^y conscious that his 
new adventure had somehow a quahty of cold 
samty worse tl^ the wild adventures of the past 
Last mght, for mstance, the tall tenements had 
seemed to him hke a tower In a dream. As he 
now went up the weary and perpetual steps, he 
was daunted and bewildered by their almost 
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infinite senes. But it was not the hot honror 
of a dream or of anythmg that might be exaggera- 
tion or delusion. Their infinity was more like 
the empty mfinity of anthmetic, somethmg un- 
thmkable, yet necessary to thought. Or it was 
like the stunnmg statements of astronomy about 
the distance of the fixed stars. He was ascendmg 
the house of reason, a thmg more hideous than 
unreason itself. 

By the time they reached Dr. Bull’s landing, 
a last wmdow showed them a harsh, white dawn 
edged with banks of a kmd of coarse red, more 
like red clay than red cloud And when they 
entered Dr. Bull’s bare garret it was full of 
hght. 

Syme had been haunted by a half histone 
memory m coimection with these empty rooms 
and that austere daybreak. The moment he saw 
the garret and Dr. Bull sitting wntmg at a table, he 
remembered what the memory was — ^the French 
Revolution There should have been the black 
outlme of a guillotine against that heavy red and 
white of the morning. Dr. Bull was m his white 
shirt and black breeches only ; his cropped, dark 
head rmght well have just come out of its wig ; 
he might have been Marat or a more shpshod 
Robespierre. 

Yet when he was seen properly, the French 
fancy fell away The Jacobms were idealists ; 
there was about this man a murderous materiahsm 
His position gave him a somewhat new appear- 
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ance. The strong, white Hg^t of morning coming 
from one side creating sharp shadows, made him 
seem both more pale and more angular than he 
had looked at the breakfast on the balcony. 
Thus the two black gasses that encased his eyes 
might really have been black cavities m his skull, 
making him look hke a death’s-head And 
indeed, if ever Death himself sat writing at a 
wooden table, it might have been he. 

He looked up and smiled bn^tly enough as the 
men came m, and rose with the resilient rapidity of 
which the Professor had spoken. He set chairs 
for both of them, and gomg to a peg behind the 
door, proceeded to put on a coat and waistcoat 
of rough, dark tweed ; he buttoned it up neatly, 
and came back to sit down at his table 

The qmet good humour of his manner left his 
two opponents helpless. It was with some 
momentary difficulty that the Professor broke 
silence and began, “ I’m sorry to disturb you so 
early, .comrade,” said he, with a careful resump- 
tion of the slow de Worms manner “ You have 
no doubt made all the arrangements for the 
Pans a ffair ” Then he added with mfinite 
slowness, “ We have information which renders 
mtolerable anythmg m the nature of a moment’s 
delay.” 

Dr Bull smiled agam, but contmued to gaze on 
them without speakmg Th a ProfaDOor r a oum a d, 
a pause before each weary word- , 

Please do not thinKdiiaijsKf^saivelfiriAbiiii^^ 
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but I advise you to alter those plans, or if it is too 
late for that, to follow your agent with all the 
support you can get for him Comrade Syme 
and I have had an experience which it would take 
more time to recount than we can afford, if we 
are to act on it. I will, however, relate the 
occurrence in detail, even at the risk of losing 
time, if you really feel that it is essential to 
the understandmg of the problem we have to 
discuss.” 

He was spinning out his sentences, making 
them mtolerably long and Imgenng, m the hope 
of maddemng &e practical httle Doctor mto an 
explosion of impatience which i^ght show his 
hand. But the httle Doctor continued only to 
stare and smile, and the monologue was uphill 
work. Syme began to feel a new sickness and 
despair. The Doctor’s smile and silence were 
not at aU like the cataleptic stare and horrible 
silence which he had confronted in the Professor 
half an hour before. About the Professor’s 
make-up and all his antics there was always 
somethmg merely grotesque, hke a golhwog. 
Syme remembered those wild woes of yesterday 
as one remembers bemg afraid of Bogy in child- 
hood But here was dayhght ; here was a healthy, 
square-shouldered man m tweeds, not odd save 
for the accident of his ugly spectacles, not faring 
or gnnnmg at all, but smiling steadily and not 
saymg a word. The whole had a sense of 
unbearable reality. Under the mcreasmg 
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light the colours of the Doctor’s complexion, 
the pattern of his tweeds, grew and expanded 
outrageously, as such thmgs grow too unportant 
m a realistic novel. But his smile was quite 
shght, the pose of his head pohte; the only 
uncanny thmg was his silence. 

“ As I say,” resumed the Professor, like a man 
toilmg through heavy sand, “ the mcident that has 
occurred to us and has led us to ask for informa- 
tion about the Marquis, is one which you may 
think It better to have narrated ; but as it came in 
the way of Comrade Syme rather than me 

His words he seemed to be draggmg out like 
words m an anthem ; but Syme, who was watch- 
mg, saw his long fingers rattle qmckly on the 
edge of the crazy table He read the message, 
“ You must go on This devil has sucked me 
dry ! ” 

Syme plunged mto the breach with that bravado 
of improvisation which always came to him when 
he was alarmed. 

“Yes, the thing really happened to me,” he 
said hastily. “ I had the good fortune to fall 
into conversation with a detective who took me, 
thanks to my hat, for a respectable person. 
Wishmg to clmch my reputation for respectabihty, 
I took him and made him very drunk at the 
Savoy. Under this influence he became friendly, 
and told me m so many words that withm a day 
or two they hope to arrest the Marquis m France. 

So unless you or I can get on his track 
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The Doctor was stiU smiling m the most 
friendly way, and his protected eyes were still 
impenetrable The Professor signalled to S3nne 
that he would resume his explanation, and he 
began agam with the same elaborate calm. 

“ Syme immediately brought this information 
to me, and we came here together to see what use 
you would be mchned to make of it. It seems to 

me unquestionably urgent that ” 

All this time Syme had been starmg at the 
Doctor almost as steadily as the* Doctor stared 
at the Professor, but qmte without the smile. The 
nerves of boA comrades-m-arms were near 
snappmg under that stram of motionless amia- 
bihty, when Syme suddenly leant forward and 
idly tapped the edge of the table. His message 
to his ally ran, “ I have an mtuition ” 

The Professor, with scarcely a pause in his 
monologue, signalled back, “ Then sit on it.” 
S 3 me telegraphed, “ It is quite extraordmary.” 
The other answered, “ Extiaordmary rot ! ” 
Syme said, “ I am a poet.” 

The other retorted, “ You axe a dead man .” 
Syme had gone quite red up to his yellow hair, 
and his eyes were burmng feverishly. As he said, 
he had an mtuiuon, and it had risen to a sort of 
hght-headed certamty. Resuming his symbohc 
laps, he signalled to his friend, “You scarcely 
reahse how poetic my mtmtion is. It has that 
sudden quality we sometimes feel m the coming 
of sprmg.” 
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He then studied the answer on his friend*s 
fingers The answer was, “ Go to hell ! *’ 

The Professor then resumed his merely verbal 
monologue addressed to the Doctor. 

“Perhaps I should rather say,” said Syme on 
his fingers, “ that it resembles that sudden smell 
of the sea which may be found m the heart of 
lush woods.” 

His compamon disdamed to reply 
“ Or yet again,” tapped Syme, “ it is positive, 
as is the passionate red hair of a beautiful woman ” 
The Professor was contmumg his speech, but m 
the middle of it Syme decided to act. He leant 
across the table, and said in a voice that could not 
be neglected — 

“ Dr. Bull I ” 

The Doctor’s sleek and smiling head did not 
move, but they could have sworn that under his 
dark glasses his eyes darted towards Syme. 

“ Dr. BuU,” said Syme, m a voice peculiarly 
precise and courteous, “ would you do me a small 
favour ? Would you be so kmd as to take off 
your spectacles ” 

The Professor swung round on his seat, and 
stared at Syme with a sort of frozen fury of 
astonishment. Syme, like a man who has thrown 
his hfe and fortune on the table, leaned forward 
with a fiery face. The Doctor did not move 
For a few seconds there was a silence m which 
one could hear a pm drop, spht once by the smgle 
hoot of a distant steamer on the Thames. Then 
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Dr. Bull rose slowly, still smiling, and took off 
his spectacles. 

Syme sprang to his feet, stepping backwards 
a httle, hke a cheihical lecturer from a success- 
ful explosion. His eyes were like stars, and 
for an instant he could only point without 
speaking. 

The Professor had also started to his feet, 
forgetful of his supposed paralysis. He leant on 
the back of the chair and stared doubtfully at 
Dr. Bull, as if the Doctor had been turned into a 
toad before his eyes. And mdeed it was almost 
as great a transformation scene. 

The two detectives saw sittmg m the chair 
before them a very boyish-looking young man, 
with very frank and happy hazel eyes, an open 
expression, cockney clothes like those of a city 
clerk, and an imquestionable breath about him 
of bemg very good and rather commonplace. 
The smile was still there, but it nught have been 
the fbrst snule of a baby. 

“ I knew I was a poet,” cried S3rme in a sort of 
ecstasy ** I knew my mtuition was as mfalhble 
as the Pope. It was the spectacles that did it ! 
It was all the spectacles ' Given those beastly 
black eyes, and all the rest of him, his health and 
his jolly looks, made him a hve devd among 
dead ones ” 

“ It certainly does make a queer difference,” 
said the Professor shakily. “ But as regards the 
project of Dr Bull ” 
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“ Project be danmed I ” roared Syme, beside 
himself. “ Look at him ! Look at his face, 
look at his collar, look at his blessed boots! 
You don’t suppose, do you, that that thing’s an 
anarchist ” 

“ S3mie ! ” cried the other in an apprehensive 
agony. 

“ Why, by God,” said Syme, ** I’ll take the risk 
of that myself ! Dr. Bull, I am a pohce officer. 
There’s my card,” and he flung down the blue 
card upon the table. 

The Professor still feared that aU was lost ; but 
he was loyal. He pulled out his own official card 
and pul It beside his friend’s Then the third 
man burst out laughing, and for the first time 
that mormng they heard his voice. 

** I’m awfully glad you chaps have come so 
early,” he said, with a sort of schoolboy flippancy, 
“ for we can all start for France together. Yes, 
I’m m the force right enough,” and he flicked a 
blue card towards them hghtly as a matter of 
form. 

Clapping a bnsk bowler on his head and 
res umin g his goblm glasses, the Doctor moved so 
quickly towards the door, that the others m- 
stmctively followed him. Syme seemed a httle 
distrait, and as he passed under the doorway he 
suddenly struck his stick on the stone passage so 
that It rang 

“ But Lord God Almighty,” he cned out, *'■ if 
this IS all right, there were more damned detectives 
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than there were damned dynamiters at the 
damned Council ! ’* 

“ We might have fought easily,” said Bull ; 
** we were four against three.” 

The Professor was descendmg the stairs, but his 
voice came up from below. 

** No,” said the voice, “ we were not four 
against three — we were not so lucky. We were 
four agamst One ” 

The others went down the stairs m silence. 

The yoimg man called Bull, with an innocent 
courtesy characteristic of him, insisted on gomg 
last imtil they reached the street; but there his 
own robust rapidity asserted itself unconsciously, 
and he walked qmckly on ahead towards a railway 
mquiry office, talkmg to the others over his 
shoulder 

" It IS jolly to get some pals,” he said “ I’ve 
been half dead with the jumps, being quite alone. 
I nearly flimg my arms round Gogol and embraced 
him, which woiild have been imprudent. I hope 
you won’t despise me for havmg been m a blue 
funk ” 

“All the blue devils in blue hell,” said Syme, 
“ contributed to my blue funk ! But the worst 
devil was you and your infernal goggles.” 

The young man laughed debghtedly. 

“ Wasn’t It a rag ? ” he said. “ Such a simple 
idea — ^not my own I haven’t got the brams. 
You see, I wanted to go mto the detective service, 
especially the anti-dynarmte busmess. But for 
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that purpose they wanted someone to dress up as 
a dynamiter ; and they all swore by blazes that I 
coidd never look like a dynamiter. They said 
my very walk was respectable, and that seen from 
behind I looked hke the Bntish Constitution. 
They said I looked too healthy and too optimistic, 
and too rehable and benevolent; they called me 
aU sorts of names at Scotland Yard. They said 
that if I had been a cnmmal, I naight have made 
my fortxme by lookmg so like an honest man ; 
but as I had the misfortune to be an honest man, 
there was not even the remotest chance of my 
assistmg them by ever lookmg like a criminal. 
But at last I was brought before some old josser 
who was high up m the force, and who seemed 
to have no end of a head on Ins shoulders. And 
there the others aU talked hopelessly One asked 
whether a bushy beard would hide my mce smile , 
another said that if they blacked my face I mi^t 
look like a negro anarchist; but this old chap 
chipped m with a most extraordinary remark 
*A pair of smoked spectacles will do it,’ he said 
positively. * Look at him now ; he looks like an 
angehc office boy. Put him on a pair of smoked 
spectacles, and children will scream at the sight 
of him.’ And so it was, by George * When 
once my eyes were covered aU the rest, smile and 
big shoulders and short hair, made me look a 
perfect httle devil As I say, it was simple enough 
when It was done, hke miracles , but that wasn’t 
the really miraculous part of it There was one 
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really staggering thing about the business, and 
my head still turns at it.** 

“ What was that ? ’* asked Syme. 

“ I’ll tell you,** answered the man m spectacles. 
“ This big pot in the pohce who sized me up so 
that he knew how the gog^es would go with my 
hair and socks — ^by God, he never saw me at all ’ ” 

Syme’s eyes suddenly flashed on him. 

“ How was that ? ” he asked “ I thought you 
talked to him ’* 

“ So I did,” said Bull brightly ; “ but we talked 
m a pitch-dark room like a coal cellar There, 
you would never have guessed that.” 

“ I could not have conceived it,*’ said Syme 
gravely. 

“ It is indeed a new idea,” said the Professor 

Their new ally was in practical matters a whirl - 
wmd At the mquiry office he ^sked with busi- 
n^shke brevity about the trains for Dover. 
Havmg got his information, he bundled the 
company mto a cab, and put them and himself 
mside a railway carnage before they had properly 
realized the breathless process. They were al- 
ready on the Calais boat before conversation 
flowed freely. 

“I had already arranged,” he explamed, “to go 
to France for my lunch ; but I am dehghted to 
have someone to lunch with me You see, I had 
to send that beast, the Marquis, over with his 
bomb, because the President had his eye on me, 
though God knows how I’ll tell you the story 
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some day. It was perfecdy choking. Whenever 
I tned to slip out of it I saw the President some- 
where, smiling out of the bow-wmdow of a chib 
or takmg oflf his hat to me from the top of an 
ommbus. I tell you, you can say what you hk^ 
that fellow has sold himself to the devil , he can be 
m SIX places at once ” 

So you sent the Marquis off, I understand,” 
asked the Professor. “ Was it long ago ? Shall 
we be m time to catch him ? ” 

“ Yes,” answered the new guide, “ I’ve timed it 
all He’ll still be at Calais when we arrive.” 

“ But when we do catch him at Calais,” said the 
Professor, “ what are we gomg to do ? ” 

At this question the countenance of Dr. Bull 
fell for the first time He reflected a httle, and 
then said — 

“ Theoretically, I suppose, we ought to call the 
pohce.” 

“ Not I,” said Syme. “ Theoretically I ought 
to drown myself first. I promised a poor fellow 
who was a real mo4?m pessimist, on my word of* 
honour not to tell the pohce. I’m no hand at 
casuistry, but I can’t break my word to a modem 
pessimist. It’s like breakmg one’s word to a 
child ” 

“ I’m in the same boat,” said the Professor. 
“ I tried to tell the pohce and I couldn’t, because 
of some silly oath I took. You see, when I was 
an actor I was a sort of all-round beast Perjury 
or treason is the only crime I haven’t committed. 
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If I did that I shouldn’t know the difierence 
between nj^t and wrong.” 

** I’ve been through all that,” said Dr Bull, 
“ and I’ve made up my mind. I gave my promise 
to the Secretary — you know him, man who smiles 
upside down. My friends, that man is the most 
utterly imhappy man that was ever human. It 
may be his digestion, or his conscience, or his 
nerves, or his philosophy of the umverse, but he’s 
damn^, he’s m hell! Well, I can’t turn on a 
TTiflTi hke that, and hunt him down It’s like 
whippmg a leper. I may be mad, but that’s how 
I feel ; and there’s jolly well the end of it ” 

“ I don’t think you’re mad,” said Syme. ** I 
knew you would decide hke that when first 
you 

“ Eh ? ” said Dr. BuU. 

“ When first you took off your spectacles ” 

Dr Bull smiled a httle, and strolled across the 
deck to look at the sunht sea Then he strolled 
back agam, kickiog his heels carelessly, and a 
compamonable silence fell b^ween the three men. 

“ Well,” said Syme, “ it seems that we have all 
the same kmd of morahty or immorality, so we 
had better face the fact that comes of it ” 

“ Yes,” assented the Professor, “ you’re qmte 
right ; and we must hurry up, for I can see the 
Grey Nose standing out from France ” 

“ The fact that comes of it,” said Syme seri- 
ously, “is this, that we three are alone on this 
planet. Gogol has gone, God knows where 
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perhaps the President has smashed him like a fly. 
On the Council we are three men against three, 
like the Romans who held the bridge. But we 
are worse off than that, first because they can 
appeal to their organization and we cannot appeal 
to ours, and second because ” 

“ Because one of those other three men,” said 
the Professor, “ is not a man.” 

Syme nodded and was silent for a second or 
two, then he said — 

“ My idea is this. We must do something to 
keep the Marquis m Calais till to-morrow midday. 
I have turned over twenty schemes m my head 
We cannot denounce him as a dynamiter ; that 
IS agreed. We cannot get him detained on some 
trivial charge, for we should have to appear ; he 
knows us, and he would smell a rat We cannot 
pretend to keep him on anarchist busmess ; he 
might swallow much m that way, but not the 
notion of stoppmg m Calais while the Czar went 
safely through Pans. We might try to kidnap 
him, and lock him up ourselves , but he is a well- 
known man here. He has a whole bodyguard of 
friends ; he is very strong and brave, and the 
event is doubtful. The only thing I can see to do 
is actually to take advantage of the very things 
that are m the Marqms’s favour. I am going to 
profit by the fact that he is a highly respected 
nobleman I am gomg to profit by the fact that 
he has many friends and moves in the best 
society ” 
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“ What the devil are you talking about ? ” 
asked the Professor. 

“ The Ssrmes are first mentioned in the four- 
teenth century,” said Syme ; “ but there is a 
tradition that one of them rode behind Bruce at 
Bannockburn. Smce 1350 the tree is quite clear.” 

“ He’s gone off his head,” said the little Doctor, 
staring. 

“ Our bearings,” contmued Syme calmly, “ are 
argent a chevron gules charged with three cross 
crosslets of the field.’ The motto vanes.” 

The Professor seized S 3 mie roughly by the 
waistcoat. 

“We are just inshore,” he said. “Are you 
seasick or joking m the wrong place ” 

“ My remarks are almost pamfuUy practical,” 
answered Sjncne, m an unhumed manner. “ The 
house of St Eustache also is very ancient. The 
Marquis cannot deny that he is a gentleman. He 
cannot deny that I am a gentleman. And in 
order to put the matter of my social position 
quite beyond a doubt, I propose at the earliest 
opportumty to knock his hat off. But here we 
are in the harbour.” 

They went on shore under the strong sun m a 
sort of daze Sjnne, who had now taken the lead 
as Bull had taken it in London, led them along a 
kind of marme parade until he came to some 
caf§s, embowered m a bulk of greenery and over- 
lookmg the sea. As he went before them his step 
was shghtly swaggermg, and he swung his stick 
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like a sword. He was making apparently for the 
extreme ead of the line of cafos, bat he stopped 
abruptly. With a sharp gesture he motioned 
them to silence, but he pointed with one gloved 
finger to a cafe table under a bank of flowering 
foliage at which sat the Marquis de St Eustache, 
his teeth shmmg m his thick, black beard, and his 
bold, brown face shadowed by a light yellow 
straw hat and outhned agamst the violet sea. 
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CHAPTER X 
THE DUEL 

Syme sat down at a cafe table with his companions, 
his blue eyes sparkling like the bright sea below, 
and ordered a bottle of Saumur with a pleased 
impatience. He was for some reason m a con- 
dition of curious hilarity. His spirits were 
already unnaturally high ; they rose as the 
Saumur sank, and m half an hour his talk was a 
torrent of nonsense. He professed to be making 
out a plan of the conversation which was going 
to ensue between himself and the deadly Marquis. 
He jotted it down wildly with a pencil. It was 
arranged hke a pnnted catechism, with questions 
and answers, and was dehvered with an extra- 
ordmary rapidity of utterance 

“ I shall approach. Before takmg off his hat, 
I shall take off my own. I shall say, * The 
Marquis de Saint Eustache, I beheve.’ He will 
say, * The celebrated Mr. Syme, I presume.’ He 
will say m the most exqmsite French, ‘ How are 
you ’ I shall reply m the most exquisite Cock- 
ney, * Oh, just the Syme ’ ” 

“Oh, shut it,” said the man m spectacles 
“ PuU yourself together, and chuck away that 
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bit of paper. What are you really going to 
do'?’* 

“But it was a lovely catechism,” said Syme 
padietically. “ Do let me read it you. It has 
only forty-three questions and answers, and some 
of the Marquis’s answers are wonderfully witty. 
I like to be just to my enemy.” 

“ But what’s the good of it all ? ” asked Dr. 
Bull in exasperation. 

“ It leads up to my challenge, don’t you see,” 
said Syme, beaming. “ When the Marquis has 
given the thirty -ninth reply, which runs ** 

“ Has it by any chance occurred to you,” asked 
the Professor, with a ponderous simplicity, “ that 
the Marquis may not say all the forty-three thmgs 
you have put down for him? In that case, I 
understand, your own epigrams may appear 
somewhat more forced ” 

Syme struck the table with a radiant face. 

“Why, how true that is,” he said, “and I 
never thought of it. Sir, you have an intellect 
beyond the common. You will make a name.” 

“ Oh, you’re as drunk as an owl ! ” said the 
Doctor. 

“ It only remams,” continued Syme quite 
unperturbed, “ to adopt some other method of 
breakmg the ice (if I may so express it) between 
myself and the man I wish to kill. And smce 
the course of a dialogue cannot be predicted by 
one of Its parties alone (as you have pomted out 
with such recondite acumen), the only thing to 
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be done, I suppose, is for the one party, as far as 
possible, to do all the dialogue by himself. And 
so I wiU, by George I ” And he stood up sud- 
denly, hM yellow hair blowing in the shght sea 
breeze. 

A band was playing m a cafe chantant hidden 
somewhere among the trees, and a woman had 
just stopped smgmg. On Syme’s heated head 
the bray of the brass band seemed like the jar 
and jingle of that barrel-organ in Leicester Square, 
to the tune of which he had once stood up to die 
He looked across to the httle table where the 
Marqms sat. The man had two compamons 
now, solemn Frenchmen m frock-coats and silk 
hats, one of them with the red rosette of the 
Legion of Honour, evidently people of a sohd 
social position. Beside these black, cyhndncal 
costumes, the Marqms, m his loose straw hat and 
light spnng clothes, lodked Bohemian and even 
barbaric, but he looked the Marquis. Indeed, 
one might say that he looked the kmg, with his 
animal elegance, his scornful eyes, and his proud 
head lifted agamst the purple sea But he was no 
Christian kmg, at any rate ; he was, rather, some 
swarthy despot, half Greek, half Asiatic, who m 
the days when slavery seemed natural looked 
down on the Mediterranean, on his galley and his 
groanmg slaves. Just so, Syme thought, would 
the brown-gold face of such a tyrant have shown 
against the dark green ohves and the bummg blue. 

” Are you gomg to address the meetmg ? ” 
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asked the Professor peevishly, seeing that Syme 
still stood up without moving. 

Syme drained his last glass of sparkling wine. 

“ I am,” he said, pomtmg across to the Marquis 
and his compamons, “ that meetmg. That meet- 
ing displeases me. I am going to pull that 
meetmg’s great ugly, mahogany-coloured nose.” 

He stepped across swiftly, if not qmte steadily. 
The Marquis, seeing him, arched his black 
Assynan eye-brows in surprise, but smiled 
pohtely. 

“ You are Mr. Syme, I thmk,” he said. 

Syme bowed. 

“And you are the Marquis de Samt Eustache,” 
he said gracefully. “Permit me to pull your 
nose ” 

He leant over to do so, but the Marqms started 
backwards, upsettmg his chair, and the two men 
in top hats held Syme back by the shoulders. 

“ This man has msulted me I ” said Syme, with 
gestures of explanation. 

“ Insulted you ? ” cned the gentleman with the 
red rosette, “ when ? ” 

“ Oh, just now,” said Syme recklessly. “ He 
insulted my mother.” 

“ Insulted your mother ! ” exclaimed the gentle- 
man mcredulously. 

“ Well, anyhow,” said Syme, concedmg a point 
“ my aunt.” 

“ But how can the Marquis have msulted your 
aunt just now ? ” said the second gentleman with 
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some legitimate wonder. “He has been sittmg 
here all the time *’ 

“ Ah, It was what he said ! ” said Syme darkly. 

“ I said nothing at all,” said the Marquis, 
“ except somethmg about Ae band. I only said 
that I hked Wagner played well ” 

“ It was an allusion to my family,” said Syme 
firmly. “ My aunt played Wagner badly. It 
was a pamful subject. We are always being 
msulted about it 

“ This seems most extraordmary,” said the 
gentleman who was dicore, looking doubtfully at 
the Marquis. 

“ Oh, I assure you,” said Syme earnestly, “ the 
whole of your conversation was simply packed 
with simster allusions to my aunt’s weaknesses.” 

“ This IS nonsense ! ” said the second gentle- 
man. “ I for one have said nothing for half an 
hour except that I liked the smgmg of that girl 
with black hair.” 

“ Well, there you are agam ’ ” said Syme 
mdignandy. “ My aimt’s was red ” 

“ It seems to me,” said the other, “ that you are 
simply seeking a pretext to msult the Marqms.” 

“ By George ! ” said Syme, facmg round and 
lookmg at him, “ what a clever chap you are ’ ” 

The Marquis started up with eyes flammg like 
a tiger’s 

“ Seekmg a quarrel with me ! ” he cned. 
“ Seeking a fight with me ! By God • there was 
never a man who had to seek long These 

154 



THE DUEL 


gecLtlemeii will perhaps act for me. There are 
still four hours of dayhght. Let us fi^t this 
evening ” 

Syme bowed with a quite beautiful graciousness. 

“ Marqms,*’ he said, “ your action is worthy of 
your fame and blood. Permit me to consult for 
a moment with the gentlemen in whose hands I 
shall place myself.” 

In three long strides he rejomed his companions, 
and they, who had seen his champagne-mspired 
attack and listened to bis idiotic explanations, 
were qmte startled at the look of him. For now 
that he came back to them he was quite sober, a 
little pale, and he spoke m a low voice of pas- 
sionate practicahty. 

“ I have done it,” he said hoarsely. “ I have 
fixed a fight on the beast But look here, and 
listen carefully. There is no time for talk You 
are my seconds, and everything must come from 
you. Now you must msist, and msist absolutely, 
on the duel commg off after seven to-morrow, so 
as to give me the chance of preventing him from 
catching the 7.45 for Pans If he misses that he 
misses his crime. He can’t refuse to meet you on 
such a small pomt of time and place. But this is 
what he will do He will choose a field some- 
where near a wayside station, where he can pick 
up the tram. He is a very good swordsman, and 
he will trust to kill mg me yi time to catch it. 
But I can fence welf too, and I thmk I can keep 
him m play, at any rate, imtil the tram is lost. 
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Hien perhaps he may kill me to console his 
feelmgs. You understand ? Very well then, let 
me. mtroduce you to some charmmg friends of 
mine/’ and leadmg them qmckly across the 
parade, he presented them to the Marquis’s 
seconds by two very aristocratic names of which 
they had not previously heard. 

Syme was subject to spasms of smgular common 
sense, not otherwise a part of his character. 
They were (as he said of his impulse about the 
spectacles) poetic intuitions, and they sometimes 
rose to the exaltation of prophecy. 

He had correctly calculated m this case the 
policy of his opponent. When the Marquis was 
informed by his seconds that Syme could only 
fight in the morning, he must fuUy have reahsed 
that an obstacle had suddenly arisen between 
him and his bomb-throwmg busmess in the 
capital Naturally he could not explain this 
objection to his friends, so he chose the course 
which Syme had predicted. He mduced his 
seconds to settle on a snmU meadow not far from 
the railway, and he trusted to the fatahty of the 
first^engagement. 

When he came down very coolly to the field of 
honour, no one could have guessed that he had 
any anxiety about a journey ; his hands were in 
his pockets, his straw hat on the back of his head, 
his handsome face brazen m the sun. But it 
might have struck a stranger as odd that there 
appeared m his tram, not only his seconds 
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carrying the sword-case, but two of his servants 
carrying a portmanteau and a luncheon baski^ 
Early as was the hour, the sun soaked eveiy- 
thing m warmth, and Syme was vaguely surprised 
to see so many sprmg fiowers burning gold and 
silver in the tall grass m which the whole company 
stood almost knee-deep- 

With the exception of the Marquis, all the men 
were m sombre and solemn mommg-dress, with 
hats like black chimney-pots ; the httle Doctor 
especially, with the addition of his black spectacles, 
looked like an undertaker m a farce. S3mie could 
not help feeling a comic contrast between this 
funereal church parade of apparel and the rich 
and glistenmg meadow, growmg wild flowers 
everywhere. But, mdeed, this comic contrast 
between the yellow blossoms and the black hats 
was but a symbol of the tragic contrast between 
the yellow blossoms and the black business On 
his right was a little wood ; far away to his left 
lay the long curve of the railway hne, which he 
was, so to speak, guardmg from the Marqms, 
whose goal and escape it was In front of him, 
behmd the black group of his opponents, he could 
see, like a tinted cloud, a small almond bush in 
flower against the faint line of the sea. 

The member of the Legion of Honour, whose 
name it seemed was Colonel Ducroix, approached 
the Professor and Dr. BuU with great pohteness, 
and suggested that the play should tenmnate with 
the first considerable hurt. 
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Dr. Bull, however, having been carefully 
coached by Syme upon this point of pohcy, 
insisted, with great digmty and in very bad French, 
that it should continue until one of the combatants 
was disabled Syme had made up his mmd that 
he could avoid disablmg the Marquis and prevent 
the Marquis from disabling him for at least 
twenty minutes In twenty rmnutes the Paris 
tram would have gone by. 

“ To a man of the weU-known skiU and valour 
of Monsieur de St. Eustache,” said the Professor 
solemnly, "it must be a matter of mdifference 
which method is adopted, and our prmcipal has 
strong reasons for demandmg the longer encoun- 
ter, reasons the dehcacy of which prevent me 
from bemg exphcit, but for the just and honour- 
able nature of which I can ” 

“ Peste ! ” broke from the Marquis behmd, 
whose face had suddenly darkened, “ let us stop 
talkmg and begm,” and he slashed off the head of 
a tall flower with his stick. 

Syme imderstood his rude impatience, and 
instinctively looked over his shoulder to see 
whether the tram was commg m sight. But there 
was no smoke on the horizon. 

Colonel Ducroix knelt down and unlocked the 
case, takmg out a pair of twm swords, which took 
the sunliglit and turned to two streaks of white 
fire He offered one to the Marquis, who snatched 
it without ceremony, and another to Syme, who 
took It, bent it, and poised it with as much delay 
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as was consistent with dignity. Then the Colonel 
took out another pair of blades, and taking one 
himself and givmg another to Dr. Bull, proceeded 
to place the men. 

Both combatants had thrown olf their coats 
and waistcoats, and stood sword in hand The 
seconds stood on each side of the Ime of fight 
with drawn swords also, but still sombre in their 
dark frock-coats and hats. The principals 
saluted- The ColondL said qmetly, “ Engage ! ’* 
and the two blades touched and tmgled. 

When the jar of the jomed iron ran up Syme’s 
arm, aU the fantastic fears that had been the 
subject of this story fell from him like dreams 
from a man wakmg up m bed. He remembered 
them clearly and m order as mere delusions of the 
nerves — ^how the fear of the Professor had been 
the fear of the lyraimic accidents of mghtmare, 
and how the fear of the Doctor had been the fear 
of the airless vacuum of science. The first was 
the old fear that any miracle might happen, the 
second the more hopeless modem fear that no 
miracle can ever happen. But he saw that these 
fears were fancies, for he found himself m the 
presence of the great fact of the fear of death, 
with Its coarse and pitiless common sense. He 
felt like a man who had dreamed all night of 
falling over precipices, and had woke up on the 
morning when he was to be hanged. For as soon 
as he had seen the s unlight run down the channel 
of his foe*s foreshortened blade, and as soon as 
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he had felt the two tongues of steel touch, vibrating 
hke two living things^ he knew that his enemy 
was a temble fighter, and that probably his last 
hour had come. 

He felt a strange and vivid value in all the earth 
around him, m the grass under his feet ; he felt the 
love of life m all hving things. He could almost 
fancy that he heard the grass growmg ; he could 
almost fancy that even as he stood fresh flowers 
were springing up and breakmg mto blossom m the 
meadow — ^flowers blood-red and bummg gold and 
blue, fulfillmg the whole pageant of the spring. 
And whenever his eyes strayed for a flash from 
the calm, staring, hypnotic eyes of the Marquis, 
they saw the httle tuft of almond tree agamst the 
sky-lme He had the feehng that if by some 
miracle he escaped he would be ready to sit for 
ever before that almond tree, d^inng nothing 
else m the world. 

But while earth and sky and everything had the 
hvmg beauty of a thing lost, the other half of his 
head was as clear as glass, and he was parrying 
his enemy’s pomt with a kmd of clockwork skill 
of which he had hardly supposed himself capable. 
Once his enemy’s point ran along his wnst, leavmg 
a slight streak of blood, but it either was not 
noticed or was tacitly ignored. Every now and then 
he riposted, and once or twice he could almost fancy 
that he felt his pomt go home, but as there was no 
blood on blade or shirt he supposed he was ims- 
taken. Then came an mtemiption and a change. 
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At the nsk of losing all, the Marquis^ inter- 
rupting his qmet stare, flashed one glance over 
his shoulder at the line of railway on his righ^ 
Then he turned on Syme a face transfigured to 
that of a fiend, and began to fight as if with 
twenty weapons. The attack came so fast and 
furious, that the one shining sword seemed a 
shower of shining arrows. Syme had no chance 
to look at the railway ; but also he had no n^d. 
He could guess the reason of the Marquis’s sudden 
madness of battle — ^the Pans tram was m sight. 

But the Marquis’s morbid energy over-reached 
Itself. Twice Syme, parrymg, knocked his oppo- 
nent’s pomt far out of the fighting circle , and the 
third time his riposte was so rapid, that there was 
no doubt about the hit this time. Syme’s sword 
actually bent under the weight of the Marquis’s 
body, which it had pierced. Syme was as 
certam that he had stuck his blade mto his enemy 
as a gardener that he has stuck his spade into the 
ground. Yet the Marquis sprang back from the 
stroke without a stagger, and Syme stood starmg 
at his own sword-pomt like an idiot. There was 
no blood on it at all. 

There was an mstant of rigid silaace, and then 
Syme m his turn fell furiously on the other, filled 
with a flammg curiosity. The Marquis was pro- 
bably, m a general sense, a better fencer than he, 
as he had surmised at the beginnmg, but at the 
moment the Marquis seemed distraught and at a 
disadvantage. He fought wildly and even weakly, 
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and he constantly looked away at the railway line, 
almost as if he feared the tram more than the 
pomted steel. Syme, on the other hand, fought 
fiercely but stiH carefully, in an mtellectual fury, 
eager to solve the nddle of his own bloodless 
sword. For this purpose, he aimed less at the 
Marquis’s body, and more at his throat and head. 
A min ute and a half afterwards he felt his point 
enter the man’s neck below the jaw. It came out 
clean. Half mad, he thrust agam, and made 
what should have been a bloody scar on the 
Marquis’s cheek. But there was no scar. 

For one moment the heaven of Syme again 
grew black with supernatural terrors. Surely the 
man had a charmed hfe. But this new spiritual 
dread was a more awful thmg than had been the 
mere spiritual topsy-turvydom symbohsed by the 
paralytic who pursued him. The Professor was 
only a gobhn ; this man was a devil — perhaps 
he was the 'Devil! Anyhow, this was certam, 
that three times had a human sword been driven 
mto him and made no mark. When Syme had 
that thou^t he drew himself up, and all that 
was good m him sang high up in the air as a high 
wmd smgs m the trees. He thought of all the 
human thmgs in his story — of the Chmese lanterns 
m Saffron Park, of the girl’s red hair m the garden, 
of the honest, beer-swiUmg sailors down by the 
dock, of his loyal compamons standmg by. 
Perhaps he had been chosen as a champion of all 
these fresh and kmdly thmgs to cross swords 
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with the enemy of all creation. “After all,” he 
said to himself, “ I am more than a devil ; I am a 
man. I can do the one thing which Satan himsdf 
cannot do — I can die,” and as the word went 
through his head, he heard a famt and far-off hoot, 
which would soon be the roar of the Paris train. 

He fell to hghtmg agam with a supernatural 
levity, like a Mohammedan panting for Paradise. 
As the train came nearer and nearer he fancied he 
could see people puttmg up the floral arches in 
Pans ; he jomed in the growing noise and the 
glory of the great Repubhc whose gate he was 
guardmg agamst Hell. His thoughts rose higher 
and hi^er with the nsmg roar of the train, which 
ended, as if proudly, in a long and piercmg 
whistle. The tram stopped. 

Suddenly, to the astonishment of everyone the 
Marquis sprang back quite out of sword reach and 
threw down his sword. The leap was wonderful, 
and not the less wonderful because Syme had 
plimged his sword a moment before into the 
man’s thigh. 

“ Stop ! ” said the Marquis in a voice that 
compelled a momentary obedience. “ I want to 
say something.” 

“ What is the matter ? ” asked Colonel Ducroix, 
starmg. “ Has there been foul play ? ” 

“ There has been foul play somewhere,” said 
Dr. Bull, who was a httle pale. “ Our principal 
has wounded the Marquis four times at least, and 
he is none the worse.” 
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The Marquis put up his hand with a curious 
air of ^asdy patience. 

“ Please let me speak,” he said. “ It is rather 
important. Mr. Syme,” he contmued, turning to 
his opponent, “we are fighting to-day, if I 
remember right, because you expressed a wish 
(which I tbou^t irrational) to pull my nose 
Would you obhge me by pulling my nose now as 
qmckly as possible ? I have to catch a tram.” 

“ I protest that this is most irregular,” said 
Dr. Bull indignantly. 

“ It is certainly somewhat opposed to prece- 
dent,” said Colonel Ducroix, looking wistfully at 
his prmcipal. “ There is, I tfamk, one case on 
record (Captain BeUegarde and the Baron Zumpt) 
in which the weapons were changed m the middle 
of the encounter at the request of one of the 
combatants. But one can hardly call one’s nose 
a weapon ” 

“ Will you or will you not pull my nose ? ” 
said the Marquis m exasperation. “ Come, come, 
Mr Syme ! You wanted to do it, do it * You 
can have no conception of how important it is to 
me Don’t be so selfish ’ PuU my nose at once, 
when I ask you ! ” and he bent shghtly forward 
with a fascmatmg smile The Pans tram, panting 
and groaning, had grated mto a htde station 
behmd the neighbourmg hiU 

Syme had the feelmg he had more than once 
had m these adventures — ^tbe sense that a homble 
and sublime wave lifted to heaven was just 
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toppling ovex Walking in a world he half 
understood, he took two paces forward and seized 
the Roman nose of this remarkable nobleman. 
He pulled It hard, and it came off m his hand. 

He stood for some seconds with a foolish 
solemnity, with the pasteboard proboscis still 
between his fingers, lookmg at it, while the sun 
and the clouds and the wooded hills looked down 
upon this imbecile scene. 

The Marquis broke the silence in a loud and 
cheerful voice 

“ If anyone has any use for my left eyebrow,” 
he said, “ he can have it Colonel Ducroix, do 
accept my left eyebrow ! It’s the kmd of thmg 
that might come m useful any day,” and he 
gravely tore off one of his swarthy Assyrian brows, 
brmgmg about half his brown forehead with it, 
and pohtely offered it to the Colonel, who stood 
crimson and speechless with rage. 

“ If I had known,” he spluttered, “ that I 
was actmg for a poltroon who pads himself to 
fight ” 

“ Oh, I know, I know ! ” said the Marquis, 
recklessly throwmg various parts of himself right 
and left about the field. “You are making a 
mistake ; but it can’t be explamed just now. I 
teU you the tram has come mto the station ! ” 

“ Yes,” said Dr. Bull fiercely, “ and the tram 
shall go out of the station. It shall go out 
without you. We know well enough for what 
devil’s work ” 
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The mystenous Marquis lifted his hands with a 
desperate gesture He was a strange scarecrow, 
standing there in the sun with half his old face 
peeled off, and half another face glaring and 
grinning from underneath 

“ Will you drive me mad ? ” he cned “ The 
train ” 

“You shall not go by the tram,” said Syme 
firmly, and grasped his sword. 

The wild figure turned towards Syme, and 
seemed to be gathermg itself for a sublime effort 
before speaking. 

“ You great fat, blasted, blear-eyed, blundermg, 
thundering, brainless, God-forsaken, doddermg, 
damned fool I ” he said without takmg breath. 
“ You great silly, pink-faced, tow-headed turmp ! 
You ” 

“ You shall not go by this tram,” repeated Syme. 

“And why the infernal blazes,” roared the 
other, “ should I want to go by the tram ? ” 

“We know all,” said the Professor sternly. 
“ You are gomg to Pans to throw a bomb ! ” 

“ Gomg to Jencho to throw a Jabberwock ! ” 
cned the other, teanng his hair, which came off 
easily. “ Have you all got softemng of the bram, 
that you don’t realise what I am ’ Did you 
really thmk I wanted to catch that tram ? 
Twenty Pans trams might go by for me Damn 
Pans trams ! ” 

“ Then what did you care about ? ” began the 
Professor 
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“ What did I care about ? I didn’t care about 
catching the train ; I cared about whether the 
tram caught me, and now, by God ! it has caught 
me.” 

“ I regret to inform you,” said Syme with 
restramt, “ that your remarks convey no impres- 
sion to my mmd. Perhaps if you were to remove 
the remams of your original forehead and some 
portions of what was once your dim, your 
meanmg would become clearer. Mental lucidity 
fulfils itself in many ways. What do you mean 
by saymg that the tram has caught you ? It may 
be my hterary fancy, but somehow I feel that it 
ought to mean something ” 

“ It means everythmg,” said the other, “ and 
the end of everythmg. Sunday has us now in the 
hollow of his hand ” 

“ Us ! ” repeated the Professor, as if stupefied 
“ What do you mean by ‘ us ’ ? ” 

“ The pohce, of course ! ” said the Marquis, and 
tore off his scalp and half his face. 

The head which emerged was the blond, weU- 
brushed, smooth-haired head which is common in 
the English constabulmy, but the face was terribly 
pale. 

“ I am Inspector Ratcliflfe,” he said, with a sort 
of haste that verged on harshness. “ My name is 
pretty well known to the pohce, and I can see well 
enough that you belong to them. But if there is 

any doubt about my position, I have a card ” 

and he began to pull a blue card from his pocket. 
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The Professor gave a tired gesture. 

Oh, don’t show it us,” he said weanly ; “ we’ve 
got enough of them to equip a paper-chase ” 

The httle man named Bull had, like many men 
who seem to be of a mere vivacious vulgarity, 
sudden movements of good taste. Here he 
certainly saved the situation. In the midst of this 
staggermg transformation scene he stepped for- 
ward with aU the gravity and responsibility of a 
second, and addressed the two seconds of the 
Marquis 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ we all owe you a 
senous apology ; but I assure you that you have 
not been made the victims of such a low joke as 
you imagine, or mdeed of anythmg un dignifi ed m 
a man of honour You have not wasted your 
time ; you have helped to save the world. We 
are not buffoons, but very desperate men at war 
with a vast conspiracy. A secret society of 
anarchists is huntmg us hke hares; not such 
unfortunate madmen as may here or there throw 
a bomb through starvation or German philosophy, 
but a rich and powerful and fanatical church, a 
church of eastern pessimism, which holds it holy 
to destroy mankind like vermm. How hard they 
hunt us you can gather from the fact that we are 
driven to such disgmses as those for which I 
apologise, and to such pranks as this one by which 
you suffer ” 

The younger second of the Marquis, a short man 
with a black moustache, bowed pohtely, and said — 
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“ Of course, I accept the apology ; but you will 
in your turn forgive me if I decline to follow you 
further mto your diflSculties, and permit mysdtf" 
to say good morning ! The sight of an acquain- 
tance and distmguished fellow-townsman coming 
to pieces m the open air is unusual, and, upon the 
whole, sufficient for one day. Colonel Ducroix, 
I would m no way influence your actions, but if you 
feel with me that our present society is a httle ab- 
normal, I am now gomg to walk back to the town.” 

Colonel Ducroix moved mechamcally, but then 
tugged abruptly at his white moustache and broke 
out — 

“ No, by George ! I won’t If these gentlemen 
are really m a mess with a lot of low wreckers 
like that. I’ll see them through it I have fought 
for France, and it is hard if I can’t fi^t for 
civilization ” 

Dr Bull took off his hat and waved it, cheermg 
as at a pubhc meetmg. 

“ Don’t make too much noise,” said Inspector 
RatchSe, “ Sunday may hear you.” 

“ Sunday ! ” cried Bull, and dropped his hat. 

“ Yes,” retorted Ratcliffe, “ he may be with 
them.” 

“ With whom ? ” asked S3me. 

“ With the people out of that tram,” said the 
other 

“What you say seems utterly wild,” began 

Syme as a matter of fact But, 

my God,” he cried out suddenly, like a man who 
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sees an explosion a long way oflF, “ by God * if 
this is true the whole bally lot of ns on the Anar- 
chist Council were against anarchy ! Every bom 
man was a detective except the President and his 
personal secretary. What can it mean ? ” 

“ Mean ! ” said the new pohceman with in- 
credible violence. ** It means that we are struck 
dead I Don’t you know Sunday ? Don’t you 
know that his jokes are always so big and simple 
that one has never thought of them ? Can you 
think of anything more hke Sunday than this, 
that he should put aU his powerful enemies on the 
Supreme Coimcil, and then take care that it was 
not supreme ? I teU you h^ has bought every 
trust, he has captured every cable, he has control 
of every railway hue — especially of that railway 
Ime ! ” and he pomted a shakmg finger towards 
the small wayside station. “ The whole move- 
ment was controlled by him ; half the world was 
ready to rise for hun. But there were j'ust five 
people, perhaps, who would have resisted him . . . 
and the old devil put them on the Supreme 
Council, to waste their tune m watchmg each 
other. Idiots that we are, he planned the whole 
of our idiocies ! Sunday knew that the Professor 
would chase Syme through London, and that 
Syme would fight me m France And he was 
combmmg great masses of capital, and seizmg 
great Imes of telegraphy, while we five idiots were 
runnmg after each other hke a lot of confounded 
babies playmg bhnd man’s buff ” 
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“ Well ? ” asked Syme with a sort of steadiness. 

“ Well,” replied the other with sudd^ serenity, 
“ he has found us playing blind man’s buff to-day 
in a field of great rustic beauty and extreme 
sohtude. He has probably captured the world ; 
it only remains to him to capture this field and all 
the fools m it. And since you really want to 
know what was my objection to the arrival of that 
tram, I will tell you My objection was that 
Simday or his Secretary has just this moment 
got out of it.” 

Syme uttered an involuntary cry, and they all 
turned their eyes towards the far-off station. It 
was qmte true that a considerable bulk of people 
seemed to be movmg in their direction. But they 
were too distant to be distmguished in any way 

“ It was a habit of the late Marquis de St. 
Eustache,” said fiie new policeman, producmg a 
leather case, “always to carry a pair of opera 
glasses. Either the President or the Secretary is 
commg after us with that mob. They have 
caught us m a mce qmet place where we are imder 
no temptations to break our oaths by callmg the 
pohce. Dr. BuU, I have a suspicion that you 
will see better through these than through your 
own highly decorative spectacles.” 

He handed the field-masses to the Doctor, who 
immediately took off his spectacles and put the 
apparatus to his eyes 

“ It cannot be as bad as you say,” said the 
Professor, somewhat shaken “ There are a good 
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numbCT of them certainly, but they may easily be 
ordmary tourists.” 

“ Do ordmary tourists,” asked Bull, with the 
field-glass to his eyes, “wear black masks half-way 
down the face ? ” 

Syme almost tore the glasses out of his hand, 
and looked through them. Most men m the 
advancing mob really looked ordmary enough ; 
but it was quite true that two or three of the 
leaders m front wore black half-masks almost 
down to their mouths. This disguise is very 
complete, especially at such a distance, and Syme 
found It impossible to conclude anythmg from 
the clean-shaven jaws and duns of the men 
talkmg m the front. But presently as they talked 
they aU smiled, and one of them smiled on 
one side. 
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Syme put the field-glass from his eyes with an 
almost ghastly rehef. 

“ The President is not with them, anyhow,” he 
said, and wiped his forehead. 

“ But surely they are right away on the horizon,” 
said the bewildered Colonel, blmkmg and but half 
recovered from Bull’s hasty though polite explana- 
tion. “ Could you possibly know your President 
among all those people ? ” 

“ Could I know a white elephant among all 
those people I ” answered Syme somewhat irrit- 
ably. “As you very truly say, they are on the 
horizon ; but if he were waUang with them ... by 
God ! I beheve this ground would shake.” 

After an mstant’s pause the new man called 
Ratchffe said with gloomy decision — 

“ Of course the President isn’t with them I 
wish to Gemim he were Much more likely the 
President is ndmg m triumph through Pans, or 
sittmg on the rums of St. Paul’s Cathedral ” 

“ This is absurd ! ” said Syme. “ Somethmg 
may have happened m our absence ; but he cannot 
have earned the world with a rush like that. It is 
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quite true,” he added, frowning dubiously at the 
distant fields that lay towards the htde station, 
“ It is certainly true that there seems to be a 
crowd coming this way ; but they are not all the 
army that you make out.” 

“ Oh, they,” said the new detective contemp- 
tuously ; “ no, they are not a very valuable force. 
But let me tell you frankly that they are precisely 
calculated to our value — we are not much, my 
boy, m Sunday’s universe. He has got hold of 
all the cables and telegraphs himself. But to kill 
the Supreme Coimml he regards as a tnvial 
matter, like a post card; it may be left to his 
private secretary,” and he spat on the grass. 

Then he turned to the others and said somewhat 
austerely — 

“ There is a great deal to be said for death ; but 
if anyone has any preference for the other alterna- 
tive, I strongly advise him to walk after me.” 

With these words, he turned his broad back and 
strode with silent energy towards the wood. 
The others gave one glance over their shoulders, 
and saw that the dark cloud of men had detached 
Itself from the station and was movmg with a 
mysterious discaplme across the plam. They 
saw already, even with the naked eye, black blots 
on the foremost faces, which marked the masks 
they wore. They turned and followed their 
leader, who had already struck the wood, and 
disappeared among the twmkhng trees. 

The sim on the grass was dry and hot. So m 
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plunging into the wood they had a cool shock of 
shadow, as of divers who plunge into a dun pool. 
The inside of the wood was full of shattered sun- 
hght and shaken shadows- They made a sort of 
shuddering veil, almost recallmg the dizziness of 
a cmematograph Even the sohd figures walkmg 
with him Syme could hardly see for the patterns 
of sun and shade that danced upon them. Now 
a man’s head was lit as with a hght of Rembrandt, 
leavmg all else obliterated ; now agam he had 
strong and starmg white hands with the face of a 
negro. The ex-Marquis had pulled the old straw 
hat over his eyes, and the black shade of the bnm 
cut his face so squarely m two that it seemed to be 
wearmg one of the black half-masks of their 
pursuers. The fancy tmted Syme’s overwhehmng 
sense of wonder. Was he wearmg a mask ? 
Was anyone wearing a mask ? Was anyone 
anythmg ? This wood of witchery, irr which 
men’s faces turned black and white by turns, m 
which their figures first swelled mto sunh^t and 
then faded mto formless night, this mere chaos 
of chiaroscuro (after the clear dayhght outside), 
seemed to Syme a perfect symbol of the world m 
which he had been movmg for three days, this 
world where men took oflF their beards and their 
spectacles and then noses, and turned mto other 
people. That tragic self-confidence which he 
had felt when he beheved that the Marquis was 
a devil had strangely disappeared now that he 
knew that the Marquis was a friend He felt 

175 



THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY 

almost inclined to ask after all these bewilderments 
what was a friend and what an enemy. Was 
there anythmg that was apart from what it seemed? 
The Marquis had taken off his nose and turned 
out to be a detective. Mi^t he not just as well 
take oflf his head and turn out to be a hobgoblm ? 
Was not everythmg, after all, like this bewildermg 
woodland, this dance of dark and light ? Every- 
thing only a glimpse, the glimpse always unfor- 
seen, and always forgotten For Gabriel Syme 
had found in the heart of that sun-splashed wood 
what many modem painters had found there 
He had found the thmg which the modem people 
call Impressionism, which is another name for 
that final scepticism which can find no floor to 
the umverse. 

As a man in an evil dream strams himself to 
scream and wake, Syme strove with a sudden 
effort to flmg off this last and worst of his fancies. 
With two impatient strides he overtook the man 
in the Marquis’s straw hat, the man whom he 
had come to address as Ratcliffe. In a voice 
exaggeratively loud and cheerful, he broke the 
bottomless silence and made conversation 

“ May I ask,” he said, “ where on earth we are 
all gomg to ? ” 

So genume had been the doubts of his soul 
that he was quite glad to hear his compamon 
speak m an easy, human voice. 

“ We must get down through the town of 
Lancy to the sea,” he said, “ I think that part 
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of the countiy is least likely to be with 
them.” 

“ What can you mean by all this ? ** cried Syme 
** They can’t be running the real world in that 
way. Surely not many workmg men are anar- 
chists, and surely if they were, mere mobs could 
not beat modem armies and pohce ! ” 

Mere mobs ! ” repeated his new friend with a 
snort of scorn. ** So you talk about mobs and 
the workmg classes as if they were the question . 
You’ve got that eternal idiotic idea that if anarchy 
came it would come from the poor. Why should 
it ? The poor have been rebels, but they have 
never been anarchists ; they have more mterest 
than anyone else m there being some decent 
government. The poor man reaUy has a stake 
in the country. The nch man hasn’t ; he can 
go away to New Guinea m a yacht. The poor 
have sometimes objected to bemg governed 
badly ; the rich have always objected to 
bemg governed at all. Aristocrats were always 
anarchists, as you can see from the barons’ 
wars.” 

“As a lecture on English history for the little 
ones,” said Syme, “this is all very nice; but I 
have not yet grasped its apphcation.” 

“ Its application is,” said his informant, “ that 
most of old Sunday’s ngiht-hand men are South 
African and American milhonaires. That is why 
he has got hold of all the communications , and 
that IS why the last four champions of the anti- 
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anarchist pohce force are running through a wood 
like rabbits.” 

“ Millionaires I can understand,” said Syme 
thou^tfuUy, “ they are nearly all mad. But 
getting hold of a few wicked old gentlemen with 
hobbies is one thmg ; gettmg hold of great 
Christian nations is another. I would bet the 
nose off my face (forgive the allusion) that Sunday 
would stand perfectly helpless before the task of 
converting any ordinary healthy person any- 
where.” 

“WeU,” said the other, “it rather depends 
what sort of person you mean.” 

“Well, for instance,” said Syme, “we could 
never convert that person,” and he pointed 
strai^t m front of him 

They had come to an open space of sunlight, 
which seemed to express to Syme the final return 
of his own good sense ; and m the middle of this 
forest clearmg was a figure that might weU stand 
for that common sense m an almost awful 
actuahty. Burnt by the sun and stamed with 
perspiration, and grave with the bottomless 
gravity of small necessary toils, a heavy French 
peasant was cutting wood with a hatciiet His 
cart stood a few yards off, already half full of 
timber , and the horse that cropped the grass 
was, like his master, valorous but not desperate ; 
hke his master, he was even prosperous, but yet 
was almost sad. The man was a Norman, taller 
than the average of the French and very angular ; 
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and his swarthy figure stbod dark against a 
square of sunhsht, almost hke some sHlesoac 
figure of labour frescoed on a ground of gold. 

“ Mr. Syme is saymg,” called out Ratdifife to 
the Prench Colonel, *‘that this man, at least, 
wiU never be an anarchist.’* 

‘*Mr. Syme is n^t enou^ therei,” answered 
Colonel Ducrois, laughing, “ if only for the reason 
that he has plenty of properly to defend. But 
I forgot that in your country you are not used to 
peasants bemg wealthy.” 

” He looks poor,” said Dr Bull doubtfully. 

” Quite so,” said the Colonel ; “ that is why 
he is rich.” 

I have an idea,” called out Dr. Bull suddenly ; 
** how much would he take to give us a bft m his 
cart ? Those dogs are all on foot, and we could 
soon leave them bdimd ” 

“ Oh, give him anythmg ! ” said Syme eagerly 
“ I have piles of money on me.” 

** That will never do,” said the Colonel ; ** he 
will never have any respect for you unless you 
drive a bargam.” 

” Oh, if he haggles ! ” began Bull impatiently. 

** He hag^es because he is a free man,” said 
the other. “ You do not understand ; he would 
not see the meaning of generosity. He is not 
bemg tipped ” 

And even while they seemed to hear the heavy 
feet of their strange pursuers bdiind them, they 
had to stand and stamp while the French Colonel 
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talked to the Frendi wood-cutter with all the 
iQsde^ and bickering of market-day. 

At the ena of the four minutes, however, they 
saw that the Colonel was right, for the wood- 
cutt^ entered into their plans, not with the vague 
servihty of a tout too well paid, but with the 
seriousness of a solicitor who had been paid the 
proper fee He told them that the best thing 
they could do was to make their way down to 
the little inn on the hills above Lancy, where the 
innkeeper, an old soldier who had broome divot 
in his latter years, would be certain to sympathise 
with them, and even to take risks m their support. 
The whole company, therefore, piled themselves 
on top of the stacks of wood, and went rockmg 
m the rude cart down the other and steeper side 
of the woodland. Heavy and ramshackle as was 
the vehicle, it was dnvoi quickly enou^, and 
they soon had the exhilaratiiig impression of 
distancmg altogether those, whoever they were, 
who were hunting them For, after . all, the 
nddle as to where the anarchists had got all these 
foUowere was still unsolved. One man's presence 
had sufficed for them; they had fled at the first 
sight of the deformed smile of the Secretary. 
Syme every now and then looked back over his 
shoulder at the army on their track. 

As the wood grew first thinner and then smaller 
with distance, he could see the sunlit slopes beyond 
it and above it , and across these was still movmg 
the square black mob like one monstrous beetle. 
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In the very strong sunlight and with his own very 
strong eyes, which were almost telescopic, S3mifi 
could see this mass of men quite plamly. He 
could see them as separate human figures ; but he 
was mcreasmgly surprised by the way in which 
they moved as one man They seemed to be 
dressed m dark clothes and plam hats, like any 
common crowd out of the streets , but they did 
not spread and sprawl and trail by various Imes to 
the attack, as would be natural m an ordinary 
mob They moved with a sort of dreadful and 
wicked woodenness, like a starmg army of 
automatons. 

S3rme pomted this out to Ratchfie. 

“ Yes,” rephed the policeman, “ that’s dis- 
ciplme. That’s Sunday. He is perhaps five 
hundred miles off, but the fear of him is on all of 
them, like the finger of God. Yes, they are 
walkmg regularly ; and you bet your boots that 
they are talking regularly, yes, and thinking regu- 
larly. But the one important thing for us is that 
they are disappearmg regularly ” 

Syme nodded It was true that the black 
patch of the pursumg men was growing smaller 
and smaller as the peasant belaboured his horse 
The level of the sunlit landscape, though flat as 
a whole, fell away on the farther side of the wood 
in billows of heavy slope towards the sea, m a way 
not unlike the lower slopes of the Sussex downs 
The only difference was that m Sussex the road 
would have been broken and angular like a httle 
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brook, but here the white French road fell sheer 
in front of them hke a waterfall. Down this 
direct descent the cart clattered at a considerable 
an^e, and in a few minutes, the road growmg yet 
steeper, they saw below them the little harbomr of 
"Laiicy and a great blue arc of the sea. The 
travelhng cloud of their enemies had wholly 
disappeared from the horizon. 

The horse and cart took a sharp turn round a 
clump of elms, and the horse’s nose nearly struck 
the face of an old gentleman who was sittmg on 
the benches outside the htde cafS^of “ Le Soleil 
d’Or.” The peasant gnmted an apology, and 
got down from his seat. The others also de- 
scended one by one, and spoke to the old gentle- 
man with fragmentary phrases of courtesy, for it 
was quite evident from his expansive manner that 
he was the owner of the htde tavern 

He was a white-haired, apple-faced old boy, 
with sleepy eyes and a grey moustache ; stout, 
sedentary, and very innocent, of a type that may 
often be found m France, but is stiU commoner 
in Cathohc Germany. Everythmg about him, 
his pipe, his pot of beer, his flowers, and his 
beehive, suggested an ancestral peace ; only when 
his visitors looked up as they entered the inn- 
parlour, they saw the sword upon the wall. 

The Colonel, who greeted the innkeeper as an 
old friend, passed rapidly into the inn-parlour, 
and sat down ordering some ritual refreshment. 
The mihtary decision of his action mterested 
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Syme, who sat next to him, and he took the 
opportumty when the old innkeeper had gone 
out of satisf3dng his curiosity. 

“ May I ask you. Colonel,” he said in a low 
voice, “ why we have come here ? ” 

Colonel Ducroix smiled behmd his bristly 
white moustache. 

For two reasons, sir,” he said ; “ and I will 
give first, not the most important, but the most 
utilitarian. We came here because this is the 
only place withm twenty miles m which we can 
get horses.” 

“ Horses ! ” repeated Syme, loo king up quickly. 
“ Yes,” rephed the other ; “ if you people are 
really to distance your enemies it is horses or 
nothing for you, unless of course you have 
bicycles and motor-cars m your pocket.” 

“ And where do you advise us to make for ? ” 
asked Syme doubtfully. 

“ Beyond question,” r^hed the Colonel, 
“ you had better make all haste to the police 
station beyond the town. My friend, whom I 
seconded under somewhat deceptive circum- 
stances, seems to me to exaggerate very much the 
possibilities of a general nsmg ; but even he would 
hardly maint ain, I suppose, that you were not 
safe with the gendarmes ” 

Syme nodded gravely ; then he said abruptly — 
“ And your other reason for commg here ? ” 

“ My other reason for commg here,” said 
Ducroix soberly, “ is that it is just as well to see a 
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good man or two when one is possibly near to 
death ” 

Syme looked up at the waU, and saw a crudely- 
painted and pathetic religious picture. Then he 
said — 

“ You are ri^t,” and then almost immediately 
afterwards, “ Has anyone seen about the horses ^ ” 

“ Yes,” answered Ducroix, “ you may be qmte 
certam Aat I gave orders the moment I came m. 
Those enemies of youBS gave no impression of 
hurry, but they were really movmg wonderfully 
fast, like a well-tramed army I had no idea that 
the anarchists had so much discaphne. You have 
not a moment to waste ” 

Almo st as he spoke, the old mnkeeper with the 
blue eyes and white hair came ambhng mto the 
room, and announced that six horses were saddled 
outside. 

By Ducroix’s advice the five others equipped 
themselves with some portable form of food and 
wme, and keepmg their duelling swords as the 
only weapons available, they clattered away down 
the steep, white road The two servants, who 
had earned the Marqms’s luggage when he was a 
marquis, were left behind to drmk at the cafe by 
common consent, and not at aU against their own 
mclmation 

By this tune the afternoon sim was s lan ting 
westward, and by its rays Syme could see the 
sturdy figure of the old innkeeper growmg smaller 
and smaller, but still standmg and loo king after 
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them qmte silently, the sunshme m his silver hair. 
Syme had a fixed, superstitious fancy, left in his 
mmd by the chance phrase of the Ck>lond, that 
this was indeed, perhaps, the last honest stranger 
whom he should ever see upon the earth. 

He was still lookmg at this dwmdlmg figure, 
which stood as a mere grey blot touched vwth a 
white flame against the great green wall of the 
steep down behind him. And as he stared, over 
the top of the down behind the innkeeper, there 
appeared an army of black-clad and marching 
men. They seemed to hang above the good 
man and his house hke a black cloud of locusts. 
The horses had been saddled none too soon. 
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Urging the horses to a gallop, without respect 
to the rather r ugg ed descent of the road, the 
horsemen soon regamed theur advantage over 
the men on the mar ch, and at last the bulk of the 
first buildmgs of Lancy cut ofiT the si^t of their 
pursuers. Nevertheless, the nde had been a long 
one, and by the time they reached the real town 
the west was warming with the colour and quality 
of sunset. The Colonel suggested that, before 
making finally for the pohce station, they should 
make the effort, in passmg, to attach to themselves 
one more individual who might be useful. 

“ Four out of the five rich men m this town,” 
he said, “ are common swmdlers. I suppose the 
proportion is pretty equal all over the world. 
The fifth IS a fnend of mine, and a very fine fellow ; 
and what is even more important from our pomt 
of view, he owns a motor-car.’* 

“ I am afraid,” said the Professor m his mirthful 
way, lookmg back along the white road on which 
the black, crawhng patch might appear at any 
moment, “ I am afraid we have hardly time for 
afternoon calls.” 
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“ Doctor Renard’s house is only three minutes 
olBf,” said the Colonel. 

“ Our danger,” said Dr BuU, “ is not two 
minutes off.” 

“ Yes,” said Syme, “ if we nde on fast we must 
leave them behmd, for they are on foot.” 

“ He has a motor-car,” said the Colonel. 

“ But we may not get it,” said Bull. 

“ Yes, he is quite on your side.” 

“ But he might be out.” 

“ Hold your tongue,” said Syme suddenly. 
“ What is that noise ? ” 

For a second they all sat as still as equestrian 
statues, and for a second — for two or three or four 
seconds — heaven and earth seemed equally still. 
Then all their ears, m an agony of attention, heard 
along the road that indescribable thrill and throb 
that means only one thing — horses I 

The Colonel’s face had an instantaneous 
change, as if hghtmng had struck it, and yet left 
it scatheless. 

“ They have done us,” he said, with brief 
militar y irony. “ Prepare to receive cavalry ! ” 

“ Where can they have got the horses ? ” asked 
Syme, as he mechamcally urged his steed to a 
canter. 

The Colonel was silent for a httle, then he said 
in a stramed voice — 

“ I was speakmg with strict accuracy when I 
said that the ‘ Soleil d’Or ’ was the only place 
where one can get horses withm twenty miles.” 
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“ No ! ” said Syme violently, “ I don’t believe 
he’d do It Not with all that white hair.” 

“ He may have been forced,” said the Colonel 
gently. “ They must be at least a hundred strong, 
for which reason we are all gomg to see my fnend 
Renard, who has a motor-car.” 

With these words he swung his horse suddenly 
round a street comer, and went down the street 
with •such thundermg speed that the others, 
thou^ already well at the gallop, had difficulty m 
following the flymg tail of his horse. 

Dr. Renard inhabited a high and comfortable 
house at the top of a steep street, so that when the 
riders abated at his door they could once more 
see the sohd green ridge of the hill, with the white 
road across it, standing up above all the roofs of 
the town. They breathed agam to see that the 
road as yet was clear, and they rang the bell 
Dr. Renard was a beaming, brown-bearded 
man, a good example of that silent but very busy 
professional class which France has preserved 
even more perfectly than England. When the 
matter was explamed to him he pooh-poohed the 
pamc of the ex-Marqms altogether , he said, with 
the sohd French scepticism, that there was no 
conceivable probabihty of a general anarchist 
nsmg. “Anarchy,” he said, shruggmg his 
shoulders, “ it is cMdishness ! ” 

“ Et pat,” cned out the Colonel suddenly, 
pointing over the other’s shoulder, “ and that is 
childishness, isn’t it ? ” 
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They all looked round, and saw a curve of 
black cavalry come sweeping over the top of the 
hill with all the energy of Attila. Swiftly as they 
rode, however, the whole rank still k^t well 
together, and they could see the black vizards 6f 
the first hne as level as a Ime of uniforms. But 
although the mam black square was the same, 
though travelhng faster, there was now one 
sensational difference which they could see clearly 
upon the slope of the hill, as if upon a slanted 
map. The bulk of the riders were in one block ; 
but one nder flew far ahead of the column, and 
with frantic movements of hand and heel urged 
his horse faster and faster, so that one might have 
fancied that he was not the pursuer, but the 
pursued But even at that great distance they 
could see somethmg so fantastical, so unquestion> 
able in his figure, that they knew it was the 
Secretary himself. 

“ I am sorry to cut short a cultured discussion,” 
said the Colonel, ” but can you lend me your 
motor-car now, in two minutes ? ” 

“ I have a suspicion that you are all mad,” said 
Dr. Renard, smilmg sociably ; “ but God forbid 
that madness should m any way interrupt fhend- 
ship. Let us go round to the garage.” 

Dr. Renard was a mild man with monstrous 
wealth ; his rooms were like the Musee de Cluny, 
and he had three motor-cars. These, however, he 
seemed to use very sparingly, havmg the simple 
tastes of the French middle class, and when his 
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impatient friends came to examine them, it took 
them some tune to assure themselves that one of 
them even could be made to work. This with 
some difficulty they brought round mto the street 
before the Doctor’s house. When they came out 
of the dim garage they were startled to find that 
twihght had already fallen with the abruptness of 
nigh t m the tropics. Either they had been longer 
in the place than they unagmed, or some unusual 
canopy of cloud had gathered over the town. 
They looked down the steep streets, and seemed 
to see a slight mist commg up from the sea. 

** It is now or never,” said Dr. BuU. “ I hear 
horses.” 

“ No,” corrected the Professor, “ a horse.” 

And as they listened, it was evident that the 
noise, rapidly coming nearer on the ratthng stones, 
was not the noise of the whole cavalcade, but that 
of the one horseman, who had left it far behmd — 
the msane Secretary. 

Syme’s family, like most of those who end in 
the simple life, had once owned a motor, and he 
knew all about them. He had leapt at once mto 
the chauffeur’s seat, and with flushed face was 
wrenchmg and tugging at the disused machmery. 
He bent his strength upon one handle, and then 
said qmte qmetly — 

“ I am afraid it’s no go.” 

As he spoke, there swept round the comer a 
man ngid on his rushmg horse, with the rush and 
rigidity of an arrow. He had a smile that^thrust 
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out his chin as if it were dislocated. He swept 
alongside of the stationary car, mto which its 
company had crowded, and laid his hand on the 
front. It was the Secretary, and his month went 
quite strai^t in the solemmly of triumph. 

Syme was leanmg hard upon the steermg wheel, 
and there was no sound but the rumble of the 
other pursuers ndmg into the town. Then there 
came qmte suddenly a scream of scrapmg iron, 
and the car leapt forward. It plucked the 
Secretary clean out of his saddle, as a knife is 
whipped out of its sheath, trailed him kicking 
terribly for twenty yards, and left him flung flat 
upon the road far m front of his fn^tened horse. 
As the car took the comer of the street with a 
splendid curve, they could just see the other 
anarchists fillin g the street and raismg their fallen 
leader. 

“ I can’t understand why it has grown so 
dark,” said the Professor at last in a low 
voice. 

“ Going to be a storm, I think,” said Dr. Bull. 
** I say. It’s a pity we haven’t got a hght on this 
car, if only to see by.” 

“ We have,” said the Colonel, and from the floor 
of the car he Ashed up a heavy, old-fashioned, 
carved iron lantern with a hght inside it. It was 
obviously an antique, and it would seem as if its 
ongmal use had been m some way semi-rehgious, 
for there was a rude moulding of a cross upon 
one of its sides. 
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“ Where on earth did you get that ? ” asked 
the Professor. 

“ I got It where I got the car,” answered the 
Colonel, chuckling, “ from my best friend. While 
our friend here was fightmg with the steermg 
wheel, I ran up the front steps of the house and 
spoke to Renard, who was standing in his own 
porch, you will remember ‘ I suppose,’ I said, 
‘ there’s no time to get a lamp.’ He looked up, 
blinking amiably at the beautiful arched ceiling 
of his own front hall From this was suspended, 
by chains of exquisite ironwork, this lantern, one 
of the hundred treasures of his treasure house. 
By sheet force he tore the lamp out of his own 
ceihng, shattering the pamted panels, and brmging 
down two blue vases with his violence. Then he 
handed me the iron lantern, and I put it m the 
car Was I not right when I said that Dr Renard 
was worth knowmg ” 

“ You were,” said Syme seriously, and hung 
the heavy lantern over the front There was a 
certain allegory of their whole position m the 
contrast between the modem automobile and its 
strange, ecclesiastical lamp 

Hitherto they had passed through the qmetest 
part of the town, meetmg at most one or two 
pedestrians, who could give them no hmt of the 
peace or the hostihty of the place. Now, how- 
ever, the windows m the houses began one by one 
to be ht up, givmg a greater sense of habitation 
and humanity. Dr Bull turned to the new 
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detective who had led their fh^t, and permitted 
himself one of his natural and friendly smiles. 

“ These hghts make one feel more cheerful.” 

Inspector RatcliSe drew his brows together. 

“ There is only one set of h^ts that make me 
more cheerful,” he said, “and they are those 
hghts of the pohce station which I can see beyond 
the town. Please God we may be there m ten 
minutes.” 

Then all Bull’s boihng good sense and optimism 
broke suddenly out of him. 

“ Oh, this IS all ravmg nonsense I ” he cried. 
“ If you really think that ordmary people in 
ordmary houses are anarchists, you must be 
madder than an anarchist yourself. If we turned 
and fought these fellows, the whole town would 
fight for us.” 

“No,” said the other with an immovable 
simplicity, “ the whole town would fight for 
them. We shall see.” 

While they were speakmg the Professor had 
leant forward with sudden excitement. 

“ What is that noise ? ” he said 

“ Oh, the horses behind us, I suppose,” said the 
Colonel. “ I thought we had got clear of them,” 

“ The horses behmd us ! No,” said the Pro- 
fessor, “ it IS not horses, and it is not behind us ” 

Almost as he spoke, across the end of the street 
before them two shining and ratthng shapes shot 
past. They were gone almost in a flash, but 
everyone could see that they were motor-cars, 
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and the Professor stood up with a pale face and 
swore that they were the other two motor-cars 
from Dr. Renard’s garage. 

“ I tell you they were his,” he repeated, with 
wild eyes, “ and they were full of men m masks ! ” 
“ Absurd ! ” said the Colonel angrily. “ Dr. 
Renard would never give them his cars ” 

“He may have been forced,” said Ratcliffe 
quietly. “ The whole town is on then side.” 

“ You still beheve that,” asked the Colonel 
incredulously. 

“ You will all beheve it soon,” said the other 
with a hopdess calm 

There was a puzzled pause for some httle time, 
and then the Colonel began again abraptly — 

“ No, I can’t beheve it The thmg is nonsense. 

The plam people of a peaceable French town ” 

He was cut short by a bang and a blaze of light , 
which seemed close to his eyes. As the car sped 
on it left a floating patch of white smoke behind 
it, and Syme had heard a shot shriek past his ear. 

“ My God ! ” said the Colonel, “ someone has 
shot at us ” 

“ It need not mterrupt conversation,” said the 
gloomy Ratchfle. “ Pray resume your remarks. 
Colonel You were talking, I think, about the 
plam people of a peaceable French town ” 

The starmg Colonel was long past minding 
satire He rolled his eyes aU round the street. 

“ It is extraordinary,” he said, “ most extra- 
ordmary.” 
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A fastidious parson,’* said Syme, ** migjKt even 
call It unpleasant. However, 1 suppose those 
li^ts out m the fidd beyond this street axe the 
Gendarmerie. We shall soon get thoe.” 

“No,” said Inspector Ratchfife, “we shall 
never get there.” 

He had been standmg up and looking keenly 
ahead of him Now he sat down and smoothed 
his sleek hair with a weaiy gesture. 

“ What do you mean ? ” asked Bull sharply. 

“ I mean that we shall never get ther^” said die 
pessimist placidly. “ They have two rows of 
aimed men across the road already ; 1 can see 
them from here Ihe town is m arms, as I said 
It was. 1 can only wallow m the exquisite comfort 
of my own exactitude.” 

And Ratchfife sat down comfortably in the car 
and ht a cigarette, but the others rose excitedly 
and stared down the road. Syme had slowed 
down the car as their plans became doubtful, and 
he brought it finally to a standstill just at the 
comer of a side street that ran down very steeply 
to the sea 

The town was mostly m shadow, but the sun 
had not sunk ; wherever its level h^t could break 
through it pamted everythmg a burning gold. 
Up this side street the last sunset hght shone as 
sharp and narrow as the shaft of artificial light 
at the theatre. It struck the car of the five friends, 
and ht it like a bummg chariot. But the rest of 
the street, especially the two ends of it, was m the 
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deepest twilight, and for some seconds they could 
see nothing. Then Syme, whose eyes were the 
keenest, broke into a httle bitter whistle, and 
said — 

“ It is quite true. There is a crowd or an army 
or some such thmg across the end of that street ” 

“ Well, if there is,” said Bull impatiently, ** it 
must be something else — si sham fight or the 
mayor’s birthday or somethmg. I cannot and 
will not beheve that plam, jolly people m a place 
like this walk about with dynamite m their 
pockets. Get on a bit, Syme, and let us look at 
them.” 

The car crawled about a himdred yards farther, 
and then they were all startled by Dr. BuU 
breaking into a high crow of laughter. 

“ Why, you silly mugs ! ” he cried, “ what did 
I tell you. That crowd’s as law-abidmg as a cow, 
and if It weren’t, it’s on our side.” 

“ How do you know ? ” asked the Professor, 
stanng 

“ You blmd bat,” cried Bull, “ don’t you see 
who is leadmg them ? ” 

They peered agam, and then the Colonel, with a 
catch m his voice, cned out — 

“ Why, It’s Renard ! ” 

There was, mdeed, a rank of dim figures 
runmng across the road, and they could not be 
clearly seen ; but far enough m front to catch the 
accident of the evemng hght was stalkmg up and 
down the unmistakable Dr. Renard, m a white 
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hat, stroking his long brown beard, and holding 
a revolver in his left hand. 

“What a. fool I’ve been!” exclaimed the 
Colonel. “ Of course, the dear old boy has 
turned out to help us.” 

Dr Bull was bubbhng over with lau^ter, 
swmging the sword m his hand as carelessly as a 
cane. He jumped out of the car and ran across 
the mteirvenmg space, calling out — 

“ Dr Renard ! Dr. Renard ! ” 

An instant after Syme thought his own eyes had 
gone mad m his head. For the philanthropic 
Dr Renard had dehberately raised his revolver 
and fired twice at BuU, so that the shots rang 
down the road. 

Almost at the same second as the puff of white 
cloud went up from this atrocious explosion a long 
puff of white cloud went up also from the cigarette 
of the cynical Ratcliffe. Like all the r^t he 
turned a httle pale, but he smiled. Dr. Bull, 
at whom the bullets had been fired, just missing 
his scalp, stood qmte still m the middle of the road 
without a sign of fear, and then turned very 
slowly and crawled back to the car, and climbed 
m with two holes through his hat. 

“ Well,” said the cigarette smoker slowly, 
“ whg.t do you think now ? ” 

“ I think,” said Dr Bull with precision, “ that I 
am lymg m bed at No. 217 Peabody Buildmgs, 
and that I shall soon wake up with a jump ; or, if 
that’s not it, I think that I am sittmg in a small 
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cushioned cell in Hanwell, and that the doctor 
can’t mahe much of my case But if you want to 
know what I don’t think. I’ll tell you. I don’t 
think what you think I don’t think, and I never 
shall think, that the mass of ordinary men are a 
pack of durty modem thinkers. No, sir, I’m a 
democrat, and I still don’t beheve that Sunday 
could convert one average navvy or counter- 
jumper No, I may be mad, but humamty isn’t.” 

Syme turned his bn^t blue eyes on Bull with 
an earnestness which he did not commonly make 
clear. 

“ You are a very fine fellow,” he said. “ You 
can beheve in a samty which is not merely your 
samty. And you’re right enough about humanity, 
about peasants and people like that jolly old 
innkeeper. But you’re not right about Renard. 
I suspected him from the first. He’s rationalistic, 
and, what’s worse, he’s nch. When duty and 
rehgion are really destroyed, it will be by the 
rich.” 

“ They are really destroyed now,” said the man 
with a cigarette, and rose with his hands in his 
pockets. “ The devils are coming on ! ” 

The men m the motor-car looked anxiously m 
the direction of his dreamy gaze, and they saw 
that the whole regiment at the end of the road 
was advancmg upon them. Dr. Renard marchmg 
funously m front, his beard flymg in the breeze. 

The Colonel sprang out of the car with an 
intolerant exclamation. 
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“ Gentlemen,” he cried, “ the thing is incredible. 
It must be a practical joke. If you knew Renaid 
as I do— it’s like calling Queen Victoria a dyna- 
miter If you had got the man’s character into 
your head ” 

“ Dr. Bull,” said Syme sardonically, ” has at 
least got it mto his hat ” 

“ I tell you It can’t be ! ” cned the Colonel, 
stamping “Renard shall explain it. He shall 
^plam It to me,” and he strode forward. 

“Don’t be in such a hurry,” drawled the 
smoker. “ He will very soon explam it to all 
of us ” 

But the impatient Colonel was already out of 
earshot, advancmg towards the advancmg enemy 
The excited Dr. Renard lifted his pistol agam, but 
perceivmg his opponent, hesitated, and the Colonel 
came face to face with him with frantic gestures 
of remonstrance. 

“ It is no good,” said Syme. “ He will never 
get an3rthmg out of that old heathen. I vote we 
drive bang throu^ the thick of them, bang as 
the bullets went throu^ Bull’s hat. We may 
all be killed, but we must kill a tidy number of 
them.” 

“ I won’t ’ave it,” said Dr Bull, growmg more 
vulgar m the sincerity of his virtue “ The poor 
chaps may be mal^g a mistake Give the 
Colonel a chance.” 

“ Shall we go back, then ? ” asked the Professor 

“ No,” said Ratcliffe m a cold voice, “ the 
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street behind us is held too. Iq fact, I seem to 
see there another friend of yours, Syme.*’ 

Syme spun round smartly, and stared back- 
wards at the track which they had travelled He 
saw an irregular body of horsemen gathenng and 
gallopmg towards them in the gloom. He saw 
above the foremost saddle the silver ^eam of a 
sword, and then as it grew nearer the silver gleam 
of an old man’s hair. The next moment, with 
shattermg violence, he had swung the motor 
round and sent it dashing down the steep side 
street to the sea, like a man that desired only 
to die. 

“ What the devil is up ? ” cned the Professor, 
seizing his arm. 

“ The mormng star has fallen ! *’ said Syme, as 
his own car went down the darkness like a falling 
star. 

The others did not understand his words, but 
when they looked back at the street above they 
saw the hostile cavalry coming round the comer 
and down the slopes after them ; and foremost of 
all rode the good innkeeper, flushed with the fiery 
innocence of the evening hght 

“ The world is msane ' ” said the Professor, 
and buned his face m his hands. 

“ No,” said Dr. Bull m adamantine humihty, 

“ It IS 1.” 

“ What are we going to do ? ” asked the 
Professor. 

“ At this moment,” said Syme, with a scientific 
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detachment, ** I think we are going to smash into 
a lamp -post.” 

The next instant the automobile had come with 
a catastrophic jar against an iron object. The 
instant after that four men had crawled out from 
imder a chaos of metal, and a tall lean lamp-post 
that had stood up straight on the edge of the 
marme parade stood out, bent and twisted, like 
the branch of a broken tree. 

“ WeU, we smashed something,” said the 
Professor, with a faint smile. “ That’s some 
comfort.” 

“ You’re becoming an anarchist,” said Syme, 
dustmg his clothe with his mstmct of daintiness. 

“ Everyone is,” said Ratchffe 

As they spoke, the white-haired horseman and 
his followers came thundermg from above, and 
almost at the same moment a dark stnng of men 
ran shouting along the sea-front. Syme snatched 
a sword, and took it m his teeth ; he stuck two 
others under his arm-pits, took a fourth m his 
left hand and the lantern m his right, and leapt 
off the high parade on to the beach below 

The others leapt after him, with a common 
acceptance of such decisive action, leavmg the 
debris and the gathermg mob above them. 

“ We have one more chance,” said S3mie, taking 
the steel out of his mouth. “ Whatever all this 
pandemomum meftns, I suppose the pohce station 
will help us. We can’t get there, for they hold the 
way. But there’s a pier or breakwater runs out 
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into the sea just here, which we could defend 
longer than an3rthing else, like Horatius and tus 
bridge. We must defend it till the Gendarmerie 
turn out Keep after me.** 

They followed him as he went crunching down 
the beach, and m a second or two their boots 
broke not on the sea gravel, but on broad, flat 
stones. They marched down a long, low jetty, 
running out m one arm into the dim, boding sea, 
and when they came to the end of it they felt that 
they had come to the end of their story They 
turned and faced the town. 

That town was transfigured with uproar. All 
along the high parade from which they had just 
descended was a dark and roaring stream of 
humamty, with tossing arms and fiery faces, 
gropmg and glarmg towards them. The long 
dark line was dotted with torches and lanterns ; 
but even where no fiame ht up a fimous face, they 
could see m the farthest figure, in the most 
shadowy gesture, an organised hate It was clear 
that they were the accursed of all men, and they 
knew not why. 

Two or three men, looking httle and black like 
monkeys, leapt over the edge as they had done and 
dropped on to the beach These came ploughing 
down the deep sand, shoutmg horribly, and strove 
to wade mto the sea at random. The example 
was followed, and the whole black mass of men 
began to run and dnp over the edge like black 
treacle. 
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Foremost among the men on the beach Syme 
saw the peasant who had driven their cart. He 
splashed into the surf on a huge cart-horse, and 
shook his axe at them. 

“ The peasant ! ” cried Syme. “ They have 
not nsen since the Middle Ages.” 

“Even if the pohce do come now,” said the 
Professor mournfully, “ they can do nothmg with 
this mob.” 

“ Nonsense ! ” said BuU desperately ; “ there 
must be some people left in the town who are 
human.” 

“ No,” said the hopeless Inspector, “ the 
human being will soon be extmct. We are the 
last of mankmd ” 

“ It may be,” said the Professor absently. Then 
he added in his dreamy voice, “ What is all that 
at the end of the * Dimciad ’ ? 

* Nor public flame, nor private, dares to shme ; 

Nor human hght is left, nor glimpse divine ! 

Lo ! thy dread Empire, Chaos, is restored ; 

Light dies before thme uncreatmg word : 

Thy hand, great Anarch, lets the curtam fall ; 

And universal darkness buries all.’ ” 

“ Stop ! ” cned Bull suddenly, “ the gendarmes 
are out.” 

The low light s of the pohce station were mdeed 
blotted and broken with hurrymg figures, and they 
heard throu^ the darkness the clash and jmgje of 
a disciphned cavalry. 
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“ They are charging the mob ! ” cned Bull m 
ecstasy or alarm. 

“ No,” said Syme, ** they are formed along the 
parade.” 

“ They have unslmig their carbmes,” cned Bull, 
dancmg with excitement 

“ Yes,” said Ratchffe, “ and they are gomg to 
fire on us ” 

As he spoke there came a long crackle of 
musketry, and bullets seemed to hop like hail- 
stones on the stones in front of them. 

“ The gendarmes have jomed them I ” cned the 
Professor, and struck his forehead 

“ I am m the padded cell,” said Bull 
sohdly. 

There was a long silence, and then Ratchffe 
said, lookmg out over the swollen sea, all a sort of 
grey purple — 

** What does it matter who is mad or who is 
sane ? We shall all be dead soon.” 

Syme turned to him and said — 

“ You are qmte hopeless, then ? ” 

Mr. Ratclifife kept a stony silence ; then at last 
he said qmetly — 

“ No ; oddly enough I am not qyite hopeless 
There is one msane httle hope that I cannot get 
out of my mmd. The power of this whole planet 
IS agamst us, yet I cannot help wondenng whether 
this one silly little hope is hopeless yet.” 

“ In what or whom is your hope ? ” asked 
Syme with curiosity 
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** In a man I never saw,” said the other, looking 
at the leaden sea. 

“ I know what you mean,” said Syme in a low 
voice, “ the man m the dark room. But Sunday 
must have kiUed him by now.” 

** Perhaps,’* said the other steadily ; ** but if so, 
he was the only man whom Sunday found it hard 
to kill.” 

“ I heard what you said,” said the Professor, 
with his back turned. “ I also am holding hard 
on to the thmg I never saw.” 

All of a sudden Syme, who was standing as if 
bhnd with mtrospective thought, swung round 
and cned out, like a man wakmg from sleqp— 

“ Where is the Colonel ? I thought he was 
with us ! ” 

** The Colonel ’ Yes,” cried Bull, ” where on 
earth is the Colond ? ” 

** He went to speak to Renard,” said the 
Professor. 

“ We cannot leave him among all those beasts,” 
cned Syme “ I^t us die like gentlemen if ” 

“ Do not pity the Colond,” said RatcliSe, with 
a pale sneer. ”He is extremely comfortable. 
He IS ” 

** No ’ no ’ no f ” cned Syme m a kmd of fren^, 
“ not the Colonel too 1 I will never beheve it ' ” 

“ Will you beheve your eyes ? ” asked the 
other, and pomted to the beach 

Many of their pursuers had waded mto the 
water shakmg their fists, but the sea was rough, 
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and they could not reach the pier. Two or three 
figures, however, stood on the beginning of the 
stone footway, and seetaed to be cautiously 
advancing down it. The glare of a chance 
lantern ht up the faces of the two foremost. One 
face wore a black half-mask, and imder it the 
mouth was twisting about m such a madness of 
nerv» that the black tuft of beard wngg^ed round 
and round like a restless, hving thmg. The other 
was the red face and white moustache of Colonel 
Ducroix They were m earnest consultation. 

“ Yes, he is gone too,” said the Professor, and 
sat down on a stone. “ Everything’s gone. I’m 
gone » I can’t trust my own bodily machinery. 
1 feel as if my own hand might fly up and strike 
me.” 

“ When my hand flies up,” said Syme, ** it will 
strike somebody ^e,” and he strode along the 
pier towards the Colonel, the sword m one hand 
and the lantern m the other 
As if to destroy the last hope or doubt, the 
Colonel, who saw him coming, pomted his 
revolver at him and fired. The shot missed 
Syme, but struck his sword, breakmg it short at 
the hilt Syme rushed on, and swimg the iron 
lantern above his head. 

“ Judas before Herod ! ” he said, and struck 
the Colonel down upon die stones. Then he 
turned to the Secretary, whose fiightful mouth 
was almost foammg now, and held the lamp high 
with so ngid and arresting a gesture that the man 
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was, as it were, frozen for a moment, and forced 
to hear. 

“ Do you see this lantern ? ” cried Syme in a 
terrible voice. “ Do you see the cross carved on 
it, and the flame inside ? You did not make it. 
You did not hght it. Better men than you, men 
who could beheve and obey, twisted the entrails of 
iron and preserved the legend of fire. There is 
not a street you walk on, there is not a thread you 
wear, that was not made as this lantern was, by 
denymg your philosophy of dirt and rats. You 
can make nothing. You can only destroy. You 
wiU destroy mankind , you will destroy the world. 
Let that suffice you Yet this one old Christian 
lantern you shall not destroy. It shall go where 
your empire of apes will never have the wit to 
find it.” 

He struck the Secretary once with the lantern 
so that he staggered ; and then, whirling it twice 
roimd his head, sent it flying far out to sea, whare 
It flared like a roarmg rocket and fell. 

“ Swords ! ” shouted Syme, turmng his flaming 
face to the three behind him. “ Let us charge 
these dogs, for our time has come to die.” 

His three companions came after him sword in 
hand. Syme’s sword was broken, but he reat a 
bludgeon from the fist of a fisherman, flmgmg 
him down. In a moment they would have flung 
themselves upon the face of the mob and perished, 
when an mterruption came. The Secretary, ever 
since Syme’s speech, had stood with his hand to 
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his Stricken head as if dazed ; now he suddenly 
pulled off his black mask. 

The pale face thus peeled in the lamphght 
revealed not so much rage as astomshment. He 
put up his hand with an anxious authority. 

“ There is some mistake,” he said. “ Mr. 
Syme, I hardly think you understand your posi- 
tion. I arrest you m the name of the law.” 

“ Of the law ” said Syme, and dropped his 
stick. 

“ Certainly ! ” said the Secretary. “ I am a 
detective from Scotland Yard,” and he took a 
small blue card from'his pocket. 

** And what do you suppose we are ? ” asked 
the Professor, and threw up his arms. 

** You,” said the Secretary stiffly, “ are, as I 
know for a fact, members of the Supreme Anar- 
chist Coimcil. Disguised as one of you, I ” 

Dr. Bull tossed his sword mto the sea. 

“ There never was any Supreme Anarchist 
Council,” he said “ We were all a lot of silly 
pohcemen looking at each other. And all these 
mce people who have been peppermg us with shot 
thought we were the dynamiters. I knew I 
couldn’t be wrong about the mob,” he said, 
beaimng over the enormous multitude, which 
stretched away to the distance on both sides. 
“ Vulgar people are never mad. I’m vulgar 
myself, and I know. I am now gomg on shore|to 
stand a dnnk to everybody here ” 
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CHAPTER Xni 

THE PURSUIT OF THE PRESIDENT 

Next mommg five bewildered but hilarious 
people took the boat for Dover. The poor old 
Colonel might have had some cause to complain, 
havmg been first forced to fight for two factions 
that dtdn*t exist, and then knocked down with an 
iron lantern But he was a magnanimous old 
gentleman, and bemg much reheved that neither 
party had anything to do with dynaimte, he saw 
them oflF on the pier with great geniahty. 

The five reconciled detectives had a hundred 
details to explam to each other The Secretary 
had to tell Syme how they had come to wear 
masks origmally m order to approach the supposed 
enemy as fellow-conspirators ; Syme had to 
explam how they had fled with such swiftness 
throu^ a civilized country. But above all these 
matters of detail which could be explamed, rose 
the central moimtam of the matter that they could 
not explam What did it all mean ? If they 
were all harmless oflBcers, what was Sunday ? 
If he had not seized the world, what on earth had 
he been up to Inspector Ratcliffe was still 
gloomy about this. 
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“ I can’t maice head or tail of old Sunday’s 
little game any more than you can,” he said. 
“ But whatever else Sunday is, he isn’t a blame- 
l ess citizen. Damn it ! do you remember his 
face?” 

“ I grant you,” answered Syme, “ that I have 
never been able to forget it.” 

“ Well,” said the Secretary, “ I suppose we can 
find out soon, for to-morrow we have our next 
general meetmg. You wiU excuse me,’’ he said, 
with a rather lastly smile, “for bemg well 
acquainted with my secretarial duties.” 

“ I suppose you are n^t,” said the Professor 
reflectively. “ I suppose we might find it out 
from him ; but I confess that I should feel a bit 
afraid of asking Simday who he really is ” 

“Why,” asked the Secretary, “for fear of 
bombs ? ” 

“ No,” said the Professor, “ for fear he might 
teH me ” 

“Let us have some dnnks,” said Dr. Bull, 
after a silence. 

Throughout their whole journey by boat and 
tram they were highly convivial, but they m- 
stinctively kept together. Dr. Bull, who had 
always been the optumst of the party, endeavoured 
to persuade the other four that the whole company 
could take the same hansom cab from Victoria ; 
but this was overruled, and they went m a four- 
wheeler, with Dr. Bull on the box, s ing in g They 
finished their journey at an hotel in Piccadilly 
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Circus, so as to be close to the early brealefast 
next morning in Leicester Square. Yet even then 
the adventures of the day were not entirely over. 
Dr. Bull, discontented with the general proposa 
to go to bed, had strolled out of the hotel at about 
eleven to see and taste some of the beauties of 
London. Twenty minutes afterwards, however, 
he came back and made quite a clamour m the 
hall. Syme, who tned at hrst to soothe htm, 
was forced at last to listen to his communication 
with quite new attention. 

“ I teU you Fve seen him ! ” said Dr. Bull, 
with thick emphasis. 

** Whom ? ” asked Syme quickly. “ Not the 
President ? ” 

“ Not so bad as that,” said Dr. Bull, with im- 
necessary laughter, “ not so bad as that. Fve got 
him here ’* 

“ Got whom here ? ” asked Syme impatiently. 

“Hairy man,” said the other lucidly, “man 
that used to be hairy man — Gogol. Here he is,” 
and he pulled forward by a reluctant elbow the 
identical young man who five days before had 
marched out of the Council with thm red hair and 
a pale face, the first of all the sham anarchists who 
had been e:^osed. 

“ Why do you worry with me ? ” he cried. 
“ You have expelled me as a spy.” 

“ We are aU spies ! ” whispered Syme. 

“ We’re all spies ! ” shouted Dr. Bull. “ Come 
and have a dnnk.” 
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Next mommg the battalion of the reunited six 
marched stolidly towards the hotel m Leicester 
Square. 

“ This IS more cheerful,” said Dr Bull ; “ we 
are six men gomg to ask one man what he means ” 

“ I think it IS a bit queerer than that,” said 
Syme “ I think it is six men gomg to ask one 
man what they mean ” 

They turned m silence mto the Square, and 
thou^ the hotel was m the opposite comer, they 
saw at once the little balcony and a figure that 
looked too big for it. He was sitting alone with 
bent head, pormg over a newspaper But all his 
councillors, who had come to vote him down, 
crossed that Square as if they were watched out of 
heaven by a hundred eyes. 

They had disputed much upon their pohcy, 
about whether they should leave the immasked 
Gogol without and begm diplomatically, or 
whether they should brmg him m and blow up 
the gunpowder at once. The influence of Syme 
and Bull prevailed for the latter course, though 
the Secretary to the last asked them why they 
attacked Sunday so rashly 

“ My reason is quite simple,” said Syme. “ I 
attack him rashly because I am afraid of him ” 

They followed Syme up the dark stair m silence, 
and they all came out simultaneously mto the 
broad sunlight of the mommg and the broad 
simhght of Sunday’s smile. 

“ Dehghtful * ” he said. 
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you all. What an exquisite day it is. Is the Czar 
dead ? *’ 

The Secaretary, who happened to be foremost, 
drew himself together for a dignified outburst. 

“ No, sir,” he said sternly, “ there has been no 
massacre. I brmg you news of no such disgustmg 
spectacles.” 

“ Disgusting spectacles ? ” repeated the Presi- 
dent, with a bright, inquirmg smile “ You mean 
Dr. Bull’s spectacles ? ” 

The Secretary choked for a moment, and 
the President went on with a sort of smooth 
appeal — 

“ Of comse, we all have our opinions and even 
our eyes, but really to call them disgustmg before 
the man himself ” 

Dr. Bull tore off his spectacles and broke them 
on the table 

“ My spectacles aie blackguardly,” he said, 

but I’m not. Look at my face.” 

“ I dare say it’s the sort of face that grows on 
one,” said the President, “m fact, it grows on 
you ; and who am I to quarrel with the wild fruits 
upon the Tree of Life I dare say it will grow on 
me some day.” 

“We have no tune for tomfoolery,” said the 
Secretary, breaking m savagely. “ We have 
come to know what all this means. Who are 
you ? What are you ? Why did you get us aU 
here ? Do you know who and what we are 
Are you a half-witted man playmg the conspirator, 
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or are you a clever man playing the fool ? Answer 
me, I tell you.” 

“Candidates,” murmured Simday, “are only 
required to answer ei^t out of die seventeen 
questions on the paper. As far as I can make 
out, you want me to tell you what I am, and what 
you are, and what this table is, and what this 
Council IS, and what this world is for all I know. 
Well, I will go so far as to rend the veil of one 
mystery. If you want to know what you are, 
you are a set of highly well-intentioned young 
jackasses.” 

“And you,” said Syme, leaning forward, 
“ what are you ? ” 

“ I What am I ? ” roared the President, and 
he rose slowly to an mcredible hei^t, like some 
enormous wave about to arch above them and 
break. “ You want to know what I am, do you ? 
BuU, you are a man of science. Grub in the 
roots of those trees and find out the truth about 
them. Syme, you are a poet Stare at those 
morning clouds. But I tell you this, that you 
will have found out the truth of the last tree and 
the topmost cloud before the truth about me. 
You will underatand the sea, and I shall be still a 
riddle ; you shall know what the stars are, and not 
know what I am Smce the beginning of the 
world all men have hunted me like a wolf — kmgs 
and sages, and poets and law-givers, all the 
churches, and all the philosophers. But I have 
never been caught yet, and the skies will fall m the 
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time 1 turn to bay. I have given them a good nm 
for their money, and I will now.” 

'Before one of them could movei, the monstrcms 
man had swung himself like some huge orange 
outang over the balustrade of the balcony. Yet 
before he dropped he pulled himself up agam as 
on a horizontal bar, and thrusting his great chin 
over the edge of the balcony, said solemnly — 

“ There’s one thmg I’ll teU you, though, about 
who I am. I am the man in the dark room, who 
made you all pohcemen.” 

With that he feU from the balcony, bouncmg on 
the stones below like a great ball of india-rubber, 
and went’boxmdmg off towards the comer of the 
Alhambra, where he hailed a hansom-cab and 
sprang inside it. The six detectives had been 
standmg thunderstrack and livid in the hght of 
his last assertion , but when he disappeared into 
the cab, Syme’s practical senses returned to him, 
and leapmg over the balcony so recklessly as 
almost to break his legs, he called another cab. 

He and Bull sprang into the cab together, the 
Professor and the Inspector mto another, while 
the Secretary and the late Gogol scrambled mto a 
third just in time to pursue the flymg Syme, who 
was pursuing the flymg President Sunday led 
them a wild chase towards the north-west, his 
cabman, evidently under the influence of more 
tban common mducements, urgmg the horse at 
breakneck speed But Syme was m no mood for 
dehcacies, and he stood up in his own cab shoutmg, 
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“ Stop thief I ” until crowds ran along beside his 
cab, and pohcemen began to stop and ask ques- 
tions. All this had its influence upon the Presi- 
dent’s cabman, who began to look dubious, and 
to slow down to a trot. He opened the trap to 
talk reasonably to his fare, and m so domg let the 
long whip droop over the front of the cab. Sunday 
leant forward, seized it, and jerked it violently 
out of the man’s hand. Then standmg up in 
front of the cab himself, he lashed the horse and 
roaied aloud, so that they went down the streets 
like a flymg storm. Throu^ street after street 
and square after square went whirling this prepos- 
terous vehicle, m which the fare was uirgmg the 
horse and the driver trying desperately to stop it. 
The other three cabs came after it (if the phrase 
be permissible of a cab) like pantmg hounds. 
Shops and streets shot by hke ratthng arrows. 

At the highest ecstasy of speed, Sunday turned 
round on the splashboard where he stood, and 
stickmg his great grinnmg head out of the cab, 
with white hair whistling m the wmd, he made a 
horrible face at his pursuers, like some colossal 
urchm. Then raising his right hand swiftly, he 
flung a baU of paper m Syme’s face and vanished. 
Syme caught the thing while mstmctively wardmg 
It off, and discovered that it consisted of two 
crumpled papers One was addressed to himself, 
and the other to Dr Bull, with a very long, and it 
is to be feared partly iromcal, strmg of letters 
after his name. Dr Bull’s address was, at any 
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rate, considerably longer than his communication, 
for the communication consisted entirely of the 
words * — 

What about Martin Tupper now ? ” 

“ What does the old maniac mean ? *’ asked 
Bull, starmg at the words “What does yours 
say, Syme ? ” 

Syme’s message was, at any rate, longer, and 
ran as follows : — 

“ No one would regret anything m the nature of 
an mterference by the Archdeacon more than I. 
I trust it will not come to that. But, for the last 
time, where are your goloshes ? The thmg is too 
bad, especially after what uncle said.” 

The President’s cabman seemed to be regaining 
some control over his horse, and the pursuers 
gamed a httle as they swept roimd mto the 
Edgware Road. And here there occurred what 
seemed to the alhes a providential stoppage. 
Traffic of every kmd was swervmg to right or left 
or stoppmg, for down the long road was commg 
the unmistakable roar announcing the ffie-engine, 
which in a few seconds went by like a brazen 
thunderbolt. But quick as it went by, Simday 
had bounded out of his cab, sprung at the fire- 
engme, caught it, slung himself on to it, and was 
seen as he disappeared m the noisy distance 
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talking to the astonished fireman with e^lanatory 
gestures. 

“ After him ! ” howled Syme. “ He can’t go 
astray now. There’s no mistakmg a fire-engme.” 

The three cabmen, who had been stunned for a 
moment, whipped up then horses and shghdy 
decreased the distance between themselves and 
their disappearing prey. The President acknowl- 
edged this proximity by commg’^to the back of 
the car, bowmg repeatedly, kissmg his hand, and 
finally flinging a neatly-folded note mto the bosom 
of Inspector Ratchffe. When that gentleman 
opened it, not without impatience, he foimd it 
contained die words : — 

“ Fly at once. The truth about your trouser- 
stretchers IS known. — A Friend.” 

The fire-engine had struck still farther to the 
north, mto a region that they did not recognise ; 
and as it ran by a hue of high railings shadowed 
with trees, the six friends were startled, but 
somewhat relieved, to see the President leap from 
the fire-engme, though whether through another 
whim or the mcreasmg protest of his entertamers 
they could not see Before the three cabs, how- 
ever, could reach the spot, he had gone up the 
high ratlings like a huge grey cat, tossed himself 
over, and vanished m a darkness of leaves. 

Syme with a furious gesture stopped his cab, 
jumped out, and sprang also to the escalade. 
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Wheai he had one leg over the fence and bis friraids 
were following, he turned a face on them wbicb 
shone quite pale in the shadow. 

“ What place can thta be ? ” he asked. “ Can 
it be the old devil’s house ? I’ve heard he has a 
house in North London.” 

“AD. the better,” said the Secretary gnml^y, 
planting a foot in a foothold, “ we shall fitid him 
at home ” 

“ No, but It isn’t that,” said Syme, knitting his 
brows. “ I hear the most horrible noises, like 
devils laughing and sneezmg and blowing their 
devilish noses ! ” 

“ His dogs barking, of course,” said the Secre- 
tary 

“ Why not say his black-beetles barkmg ! ” 
said Syme furiously, “ snails barking I geraniums 
barkmg ! Did you ever hear a dog bark like 
that ? ” 

He held up his hand, and there came out of the 
thicket a long growhng roar that seemed to get 
under the skin and freeze the flesh — sl low thrillin g 
roar that made a throbbmg m the air all about 
them. 

“ The dogs of Sunday would be no ordinary 
^gs,” said Gogol, and shuddered 

Syme had jumped down on^the other side, but 
he stdl stood hstemng impatiently. 

“ WeU, hsten to that,” he said, “ is that a dog 
anybody’s dog ? ” 

There broke upon their ear a hoarse screammg 
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as of things protesting and clamouring m sudden 
pam ; and then, far oJBf like an echo, what sounded 
hke a long nasal trumpet. 

“ Well, his house ought to be hell ! ” said the 
Secretary ; “ and if it is hell, I’m gomg m I ” and 
he sprang over the tall raihngs almost with one 
swmg. 

The others followed. They broke through a 
tangle of plants and shrubs, and came out on an 
open path. Nothmg was m sight, but Dr Bull 
suddenly struck his hands together. 

“ Why, you asses,” he cried, “ it’s the Zoo ’ ” 

As they were looking round wildly for any 
trace of their wild quarry, a keeper m uniform 
came running along the path with a man m 
plam clothes. 

“ Has it come this way ? ” gasped the keeper. 

“ Has what ? ” asked Syme 
Tbe elephant ! ” cned the keeper “ An 
elephant has gone mad and run away ! ” 

“ He has run away with an old gentleman,” 
said the other stranger breathlessly, “ a poor old 
gentleman with white hair ! ” 

What sort of old gentleman ? ” asked Syme, 
with great curiosity. 

“A very large and fat old gentleman m light 
grey clothes,” said the keeper eagerly. 

“ Well,” said Syme, “ if he’s that particular 
kmd of old gentleman, if you’re qmte sure that 
he’s a large and fat old gentleman m grey clothes, 
you may take my word for it that the elephant 
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has not run away with him. He has run away 
with the elephant. The el^hant is not made by 
God that could run away with him if he did not 
consent to the elopement. And, by thimder, 
there he is ! ” 

There was no doubt about it this time, dean 
across the space of grass, about two himdred 
yards away, with a crowd screammg and scam- 
permg vamly at his heels, went a huge grey 
elephant at an awful stnde, with his tr unk thrown 
out as rigid as a ship’s bowsprit, and trumpetmg 
like the trumpet of doom. On the back of the 
bellowmg and plungmg animal sat President 
Sunday with all the placidity of a sultan, but 
goadmg the animal to a furious speed with some 
sharp object in his hand. 

“ Stop him ! ” screamed the populace. “ He’ll 
be out of the gate * ” 

“ Stop a landshde ! ” said the keeper. “ He is 
out of the gate ! ” 

And even as he spoke, a final crash and roar of 
terror annoimced that the great grey elephant 
had broken out of the gates of the Zoological 
Gardens, and was careermg down Albany Street 
like a new and swift sort of ommbus. 

“ Great Lord ! ” cried Bull, “ I never knew an 
elephant could go so fast. WeU, it must be 
hansom-cabs agam if we are to keep him m 
sight ” 

As they raced along to the gate out of which 
the elephant had vanished, Syme felt a glarmg 
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panorama of the strange animats in the cages 
which they passed. Afterwards he thought it 
queer that he ^ould have seen them so clearly. 
He remembered especially seemg pelicans, with 
their pr^osterous, pendent throats. He won- 
dered why the pehcan was the symbol of chanty, 
except It was that it wanted a good deal of chanty 
to admire a pehcan. He remembered a hombiU, 
which was simply a huge yellow beak with a 
sTnalT bird tied on bdhmd it. The whole gave 
Him a sensation, the vividness of which he could 
not explain, that Nature was always making 
quite mystenous jokes. Sunday had told them 
that they would imderstand him when th^ had 
understood the stars. He wondered whether 
even the archangels understood the hombiU. 

The SIX unhappy detectives flung themselves 
into cabs and followed the elephant, sharmg the 
terror which he spread through the long stretch 
of the streets. This time Sunday did not tom 
round, but offered them the solid stretch of his 
unconscious back, which maddened them, if 
possible, more than his previous mockeries. 
Just before they came to Baker Street, however, 
he was seen to throw something far up into the 
air, as a boy does a ball, meamng to catch it agam. 
But at their rate of racing it fell far behind, just 
by the cab contaimng Gogol ; and m famt hope 
of a clue or for some impulse unexplainable, he 
stopped his cab so as to pick it up. It was 
addressed to himself, and was quite a bulky 
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parcel. On examiiiatiofn, its buUc was 

found to consist of tfurty-three pieces of paper 
of no value wrapped one round the other. When 
the last covering was tom away it reduced itsdf 
to a small slip of paper, on which was written : — 

“ The word, I fancy, should be ‘ pmk.* ” 

The man once known as Gogol said nothing, 
but the movements of his hands and feet were 
like those of a man urging a horse to renewed 
efforts. 

Through street after street, throu^ district 
after district, went the prodigy of the flying 
elephant, calling crowds to every window, and 
driving the trafiSc left and nght. And still 
through all this insane publicity the three cabs 
toiled after it, until they came to be regarded as 
part of a proc^sion, and perhaps the advertise- 
ment of a circus Tliey went at such a rate that 
distances were shortened beyond behef, and 
Syme saw the Albert Hall in Kensmgton when he 
thought that he was sbU m Paddington The 
animal’s pace was even more fast and free 
throu^ the empty, aristocratic streets of South 
Kensington, and he finally headed towards that 
part of the sky-line where the enormous Wheel 
of Earl’s Court stood up m the sky. The wheel 
grew larger and larger, till it fill^ heaven hke 
the wheel of stars. 

The beast outstripped the cabs. They lost him 
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roimd several comers, and when they came to 
one of the gates of the Earl’s Court Exhibition 
they found themselves finally blocked. In front 
of &em was an enormous crowd ; m the midst of 
it was an enormous elephant, heaving and shud- 
denng as such shapeless creatures do. But the 
President had disappeared 

“ Where has he gone to ? ” asked Syme, shppmg 
to the ground. 

“ Gentleman rushed into the Exhibition, sir ! *’ 
said an official m a dazed manner. Then he 
added in an mjured voice : “ Funny gentleman, 
sir. Asked me to hold his horse, and gave me 
this.” 

He held out with distaste a piece of folded 
paper, addressed : “ To the Secretary of the 
Central Anarchist Council ” 

The Secretary, ragmg, rent it open, and found 
written inside it — 

“ When the herring runs a mile. 

Let the Secretary smile ; 

When the herring tnes to fly 
Let the Secretary die 

Rustic Proverb ” 

“ Why the eternal cnkey,” began the Secretary, 
“ did you let the man m ? Do people commonly 
come to your Exhibition ndmg on mad elephants ? 
Do ” 

“ Look I ” shouted Syme suddenly. “ Look 
over there ! ” 
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“ X^ok at what ? ” asked the Secretary savagely. 

“ Look at the captive balloon I ” said Sym^ 
and pointed in a frenzy. 

“Why the blazes should I look at a captive 
balloon ? ’* demanded the Secaretaiy. “ What is 
there queer about a captive balloon ? ” 

“Nothmg,” said Sytne, “excqpt that it isn’t 
captive ! ” 

They all turned their eyes to where the balloon 
swimg and swelled above the Exhibition on a 
string, like a child’s balloon. A second aft^- 
wards the stung came in two just under the car, 
and the balloon, broken loose, floated away with 
the freedom of a soap bubble. 

“ Ten thousand devils I ” shrieked the Secre- 
tary. “ He’s got into it I ** and he shook his fists 
at the sky. 

The balloon, borne by some chance wmd, 
came right above them, and they could see the 
great white head of the President peering over 
the side and lookmg benevolently down on 
them 

“ God bless my soul I ” said the Professor with 
the elderly manner that he could never disconnect 
from his bleached beard and parchment face 
“ God bless my soul I I seemed to fancy that 
somethmg fell on the top of my hat ! ’’ 

He put up a trembhng hand and took from that 
shelf a piece of twisted paper, which he op ened 
absently, only to find it msenbed with aptnie 
lover’s Imol and the words 
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“Your beauty has not left me indifferent. — 
From Little Snowdrop.** 

There was a short silence, and then Syme said, 
bitmg his beard — 

“ I*m not beaten yet. The blasted thing must 
come down somewhere. *Let*s follow it ! ** 
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CHAPTER XrV 

THE SIX PHILOSOPHERS 

Across green fields, and breaking through bloom- 
ing hedges, toiled six dragged detectives, about 
five miles out of London. The optinust of the 
party had at first proposed that they should 
foUow the balloon across South En^and in 
hansom-cabs. But he was ultimately convinced 
of the persistent refusal of the balloon to follow 
the roads, and the still more persistent refusal of 
the cabmen to follow the balloon. Consequently 
the tireless thou^ exasperated travellers broke 
through black thickets and plou^ed through 
ploughed fields till each was turned into a figure 
too outrageous to be mistaken for a tramp. 
Those green hills of Surrey saw the final collapse 
and tragedy of the admirable li^t grey suit in 
which Syme had set out from Safiron Park. His 
silk hat was broken over his nose by a swmgiag 
bough, his coat-tails were tom to the shoulder by 
arrestmg thorns, the clay of En^and was splashed 
up to his coUar ; but he stiU carried his yellow 
beard forward with a silent and furious determina- 
tion, and his eyes were still fixed on that floatmg 
ball of gas, which m the full flush of simset seemed 
coloured like a sunset cloud. 
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“ After all,” he said, “ it is very beautiful ! ” 

“ It IS singularly and strangely beautiful ! ” 
said the Professor. I wish the beastly gas-bag 
would burst ! ” 

“ No,” said Dr. Bull, “ I hope it won’t. It 
xni^t hurt the old boy.” 

“ Hurt him ! ” said the vmdictive Professor, 
“ hurt hi m ! Not as much as I’d hurt him if I 
could get up with him. Little Snowdrop ! ” 

“ I don’t want him hurt, somehow,” said Dr. 
BuH. 

“ What ! ” cried the Secretary bitterly. Do 
you beheve all that tale about his bemg our man 
m the dark room ? Sunday would say he was 
anybody.” 

“ I don’t know whether I beheve it or not,” said 
Dr. BuU “ But it isn’t that that I mean I can’t 
wish old Sunday’s balloon to burst because ” 

“ Well,” said Syme impatiently, “ because ” 

“ Well, because he’s so jolly like a balloon 
himself,” said Dr. Bull desperately “ I don’t 
understand a word of all that idea of his bemg 
the same man who gave us all our blue cards It 
seems to make everything nonsense But I don’t 
care who knows it, I always had a sympathy for 
old Simday himself, wicked as he was Just as 
if he was a great bouncmg baby How can I 
explam what my queer sympathy was ? It didn’t 
prevent my fightmg him like hell ! Shall I make 
It clear if I say that I hked him because he was 
so fat ? ” 
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“ You will not,” said the Secretary. 

“ I’ve got it now,” cried Bull, " it was because 
he was so fat and so hght. Just hke a balloon. 
We always think pf fat people as heavy, but he 
could have danced against a sylph. I see now 
what I mean. Moderate strength is shown in 
violence, supreme strength m levity. It was like the 
old speculations — ^what wouldhappen if an elephant 
could leap up m the sky like a grasshopper ” 

“ Our elephant,” said Syme, lookmg upwards, 
“ has leapt into the sky like a grasshopper ” 

“ And somehow,” concluded Bull, “ that’s why 
I can’t help liking old Sunday No, it’s not an 
admiration of force, or any silly thing like that. 
There is a kmd of gaiety in the thing, as if he were 
bursting with some good news. Haven’t you 
sometimes felt it on a sprmg day ? You know 
Nature plays tricks, but somehow that day proves 
they are good-natured tricks. I never read the 
Bible myself, but that part they laugh at is hteral 
truth, ‘ Why leap ye, ye high hills ? ’ The hills do 
leap — ^at least, they try to . . Why do I like 
Sunday ? . . . how can I tell you ? . . . because 
he’s such a Bounder.” 

There was a long silence, and then the Secretary 
said m a curious, strained voice — 

“ You do not know Sunday at all. Perhaps it 
is because you are better than I, and do not know 
heU. I was a fierce fellow, and a trifle morbid 
from the first. The man who sits m darkness, 
and who chose us all, chose me because I had all 
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the crazy look of a conspirator — ^because my 
smile went crooked, and my eyes were gloomy, 
even when I smiled But titere must have been 
something m me that answered to the nerves m 
aU these anarchic men. For when I first saw 
Simday he expressed to me, not your airy vitahty, 
but somethmg both gross and sad m the Nature 
of Thing s. 1 found him smoking m a twih^t 
room, a room with brown bhnd down, infimtely 
more depressmg than the gemal darkness m 
which our master hves. He sat there on a bench, 
a huge heap of a man, dark and out of shape. 
He listened to aU my words without speakmg or 
even stirrmg I poured out my most passionate 
appeals, and asked my most eloquent questions. 
Then, ^ter a long silence, the Thmg began to 
shake, and I thought it was shaken by some secret 
malady. It shook like a loathsome and hvmg 
jelly. It reminded me of everythmg I had ever 
read about the base bodies that are the origin of 
life — ^the deep sea lumps and protoplasm. It 
seemed hke the final form of matter, the most 
shapeless and the most shameful 1 could only 
teU myself, from its shudderings, that it was 
somethmg at least that such a monster could be 
miserable. And then it broke upon me that the 
bestial mountam was shaking with a lonely 
lau^ter, and the laughter was at me. Do you 
ask me to forgive him that ? It is no small thmg 
to be lauded at by somethmg7at once lower and 
stronger than oneself ” 
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“ Surely you fellows are exaggerating wildly,” 
cut m the clear voice of Inspector Ratdifife 
“ President Sunday is a terrible fellow for one’s 
intellect, but he’s not such a Bamum’s freak 
physically as you make out. He received me m 
an ordinary office, in a grey check coat, m broad 
daylight. He talked to me m an ordinary way 
But rU tell you what is a trifle creepy about 
Sunday. His room is neat, his clothes are neat, 
everythmg seems in order ; but he’s absent- 
mmded. Sometimes his great bright eyes go 
qmte blmd. For hours he forgets that you are 
there. Now absent-mmdedness is just a bit too 
awful in a bad man. We think of a wicked man 
as vigUant. We can’t think of a wicked man 
who IS honestly and smcerely dreamy, because 
we daren’t think of a wicked man alone with 
himself. An absent-mmded man means a good> 
natured man It means a man who, if he happens 
to see you, will apologise But how will you bear 
an absent-mmded man who, if he happens to see 
you, will kiH you ? That is what tries the nerves, 
abstraction combmed with cruelty. Men have 
felt it sometimes when they went through wild 
forests, and felt that the animals there were at 
once innocent and pitiless They might ignore 
or slay. How would you like to pass ten mortal 
hours in a parlour with an absent-minded tiger ?” 

“ And what do you think of Simday, Gogol ? ” 
asked Syme. 

** I don’t think of Sxmday on principle,” said 
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Gogol simply, “ any more than I stare at the sun 
at noonday.” 

“Well, that is a pomt of view,” said Syme 
thoughtfully. “ What do you say. Professor ? ” 

The Professor was walking with bent head 
and traihng stick, and he did not answer at 
all. 

“ Wake up. Professor ! ” said Syme gemally. 
“ TeU us what you think of Sunday.” 

The Professor spoke at last very slowly. 

“ I think somethmg,” he said, “ that I cannot 
say clearly. Or, rather, I think somethmg that I 
cannot even think clearly. But it is somethmg 
like this My early life, as you know, was a bit 
too large and loose. Well, when I saw Sunday’s 
face I thou^t it was too large — everybody does, 
but I also thought it was too loose. The face 
was so big, that one couldn’t focus it or make it 
a face at all. The eye was so far away from the 
nose, that it wasn’t an eye. The mouth was so 
much by itself, that one had to think of it by 
itself. The whole thing is too hard to explam ” 

He paused for a httle, still traihng his stick, 
and then went on — 

“ But put It this way Walkmg up a road at 
mght, I have seen a lamp and a lighted wmdow 
and a cloud make together a most complete and 
mimistakable face If anyone m heaven has that 
face I shall know him agam. Yet when I walked 
a httle farther I found that there was no face, that 
the wmdow was ten yards away, the lamp ten 
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himdred yards, the cloud b^ond the world. 
Well, Sunday’s face escaped me ; it ran away to 
right and left, as such chance pictures run away. 
And so his face has made me, somehow, doubt 
whether there are any faces. I don’t know 
whether your face. Bull, is a face or a combination 
in perspective. Perhaps one black disc of your 
beastly glasses is qmte close and another fifty 
miles away. Oh, the doubts of a materialist are 
not worth a dump. Sunday has taught me the 
last and the worst doubts, the doubts of a spiritual- 
ist I am a Buddhist, I suppose ; and Buddhism 
is not a creed, it is a doubt. My poor dear Bull, 
I do not beheve that you really have a face. I 
have not faith enou^ to beheve m matter.” 

Syme’s eyes were still fixed upon the errant orb, 
which, reddened m the evening hght, looked like 
some rosier and more innocent world 

“ Have you noticed an odd thing,” he said, 
“ about all your descriptions ? Each nmn of you 
finds Sunday quite different, yet each man of you 
can only find one thin g to compare him to — ^the 
universe itself. Bull finds him like the earth in 
sprmg, Gogol like the sun at noonday. The 
Secretary is remmded of the shapeless proto- 
plasm, and the Inspector of the carelessness of 
virgin forests. The Professor says he is like a 
changmg landscape. This is queer, but it is 
queerer still that I also have had my odd notion 
about the President, and I also find that I thmk 
of Sunday as I thmk of the whole world ” 
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** Get on a little faster, Syme,” said Bull ; 
** never mind the balloon ” 

“ When I first saw Sunday,” said Syme slowly, 
“ I only saw his back ; and when I saw his back, I 
knew he was the worst man m the world. His 
neck and shoulders were brutal, like those of some 
apish god. His head had a stoop that was hardly 
human, like the stoop of an ox In fact, I had at 
once the revolting fancy that this was not a man 
at all, but a beast dressed up in men’s clothes.” 

” Get on,” said Dr. Bull 

“ And then the queer thmg happened I had 
seen his back from the street, as he sat m the 
balcony Then 1 entered the hotel, and coming 
round the other side of him, saw his face in the 
sunh^t His face fn^tened me, as it did 
everyone ; but not because it was brutal, not 
because it was evil On the contrary, it fri^tened 
me because it was so beautiful, because it was 
so good ” 

“ Syme,” exclaimed the Secretary, “are you ill?” 

“ It was like the face of some ancient archangel, 
judging justly after heroic wars. There was 
lau^ter m the eyes, and m the mouth honour and 
sorrow. There was the same white hair, the same 
great, grey-dad shoulders that I had seen from 
bdhmd. But when I saw him from behmd I was 
certam he was an animal, and when I saw him m 
front I knew he was a god.” 

“Pan,” said the Professor dreamily, “was a 
god and an animal.” 


234 



THE SIX PHILOSOPHERS 

“ Theaot, and again and always,” went <m Syme 
like a man talking to himself, ** that has been for 
me the mystery of Sunday, and it is also ffae 
mystery of the world. When I see the horrible 
back, I am sure the noble face is but a mask. 
When I see the face but for an instant, 1 know 
the back is only a jest. Bad is so bad, that we 
cannot but think good an accident ; good is so 
good, that we feel certain that evil could be ex- 
plained. But the whole came to a kmd of crest 
yesterday when I raced Sunday for the cab, and 
was just behind him all the way.” 

“ Had you time for thinkmg then ? ” asked 
Ratclifife 

“ Time,” replied Syme, “ for one outrageous 
thou^t. I was suddenly possessed with the idea 
that the blind, blank back of his head really was 
his face — an awful, eyeless face starmg at me ! 
And I fancied that the figure runmng m front of 
me was really a figure running backwards, and 
dancmg as he ran.” 

“ Horrible ! ” said Dr. Bull, and shuddered. 

“ Horrible is not the word,” said Syme. “ It 
was exactly the worst instant of my life. And 
yet ten minutes afterwards, when he put his head 
out of the cab and made a grimace like a gargoyle, 
I knew that he was only like a father playing 
hide-and-seek with his children.” 

“ It is a long game,” said the Secretary, and 
frowned at his broken boots. 

” Listen to me,” cried Syme with extraordmary 
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emphasis. “ Shall I teU you the secret of the 
whole world ? It is that we have only known 
the back of the world. We see eveiything 
from behmd, and it looks brutal. That is not 
a tree, but the back of a tree. That is not a 
cloud, but the back of a doud. Cannot you see 
that everjrthing is stooping and hiding a face ? 

If we could only get round m front ” 

“ Look ! ” cried out Bull clamorously, “ the 
balloon is commg down ! ” 

There was no need to cry out to Syme, who had 
never taken his eyes ofif it. He saw the great 
. lummous globe suddenly stagger in the sky, ri^t 
itself, and then sink slowly behind the trees like 
a setting sun. 

The man called Gogol, who had hardly spoken 
through all their weary travels, suddenly threw up 
his hands hke a lost spirit. 

“ He IS dead ! ’* he cried. “ And now I 
know he was my fnend — my fnend in the 
dark'” 

“ Dead * ” snorted the Secretary. “ You will 
not find him dead easily. If he has been tipped 
out of the car, we shall find him roUmg as a colt 
rolls m a field, kickmg his legs for fun.” 

“ Clashing his hoofs,” said the Professor. 
“ The colts do, and so did Pan.” 

“ Pan agam ! ” said Dr Bull irritably. “ You 
seem to think Pan is everythmg ” 

“ So he is,” said the Professor, “ in Greek. 
He means everything.” 
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“Don’t forget,” said the Secretary, l6okmg 
down, “ that he also means Panic.” 

Syme had stood without hearmg any of the 
exclamations 

“ It fell over there,” he said shortly. “ Let us 
follow it I ” 

Then he added with an mdescnbable gesture — 

“ Oh, if he has cheated us all by gettmg killed I 
It would be like one of his larks ” 

He strode off towards the distant trees with a 
new energy, his rags and ribbons fluttering m the 
wmd. The others followed hun in a more 
footsore and dubious maimer And almost at 
the same moment all six man realised that they 
were not alone m the little field. 

Across the square of turf a tall man was 
advancing towards them, leaning on a strange 
long staff like a sceptre. He was clad m a fine but 
old-fashioned smt with knee-breeches ; its colour 
was that shade between blue, violet and grey 
which can be seen in certam shadows of the 
woodland. His hair was whitish grey, and at 
first glance, taken along with his knee-breeches, 
looked as if it was powdered. His advance was 
very qmet , but for the silver frost upon his head, 
he might have been one of the shadows of the 
wood 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ my master has a 
carnage waitmg for you m the road just by.” 

“ Who IS your master ? ” asked Syme, standing 
qmte stiU. 
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“ I was told you knew his name,” said the 
man respectfully. 

There was a silence, and then the Secretary 
said — 

“ Where is this carriage ? ” 

“ It has been waitmg only a few momaits,” 
said the stranger. “ My master has only just 
come home.” 

Syme looked left and ri^t upon the patch of 
green field m which he found himself. The 
hedges were ordmary hedges, the trees seemed 
ordinary trees ; yet he felt like a man entrapped 
in fairy-land. 

He looked the mysterious ambassador up and 
down, but he could discover nothmg except that 
the man’s coat was the exact colour of the purple 
shadows, and that the man’s face was the exact 
colour of the red and brown and golden sky. 

“ Show us the place,” Syme said briefly, and 
without a word the man m the violet coat turned 
his back and walked towards a gap in the hedge, 
which let m suddenly the hght of a white road. 

As the SIX wanderers broke out upon this 
thoroughfare, they saw the white road blocked 
by what looked like a long row of carnages, such 
a row of carnages as might close the approach to 
some house m Park Lane. Along the side of 
these carnages stood a rank of splendid servants, 
all dressed m the grey-blue uniform, and all 
havmg a certam quality of statehness and freedom 
which would not commonly belong to the servants 
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of a gentl^imn, but rafh^ to the ofQcials and 
ambassadors of a great kiog. There 'wece no 
less than six carnages waiting, one for ea<^ of the 
tattled and miserable band. All the attendants 
(as if in court-dress) wore swords, and as cadi 
man crawled mto his carnage they drew them, 
and saluted with a sudden blaze of steel 

“ What can it all mean ? ” asked Bull of Syme 
as they separated. “ Is this another joke of 
Sunday’s ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” said Syme as he sank wearily 
back in the cushions of his carnage ; “ but if it is, 
it’s one of the jokes you talk about. It’s a good- 
natured one.” 

The six adventurers had passed through many 
adventures, but not one had earned them so 
utterly off their feet as this last adventure of 
comfort. They had all become inured to thmgs 
gomg roughly ; but things suddenly going 
smoothly swamped them They could not even 
feebly imagme what the carnages were ; it was 
enough for them to know that they were carnages, 
and carriages with cushions. They could not 
conceive who the old man was who had led them ; 
but it was qiute enough that he had certainly led 
them to the carnages. 

Syme drove through a driftmg darkness of 
trees in utter abandonment. It was tjqiical of 
him that while he had carried his bearded chm 
forward fiercely so long as anjrthmg could be 
done, when the whole busmess was taken out of 
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his hands he fell back on the cushions m a frank 
collapse. 

Very gradually and very vaguely he realized 
into what rich roads the carnage was carrying 
him He saw that they passed the stone gates of 
what might have been a park, that they began 
gradually to climb a hiU which, while wooded on 
both sides, was somewhat more orderly than a 
forest. Then there began to grow upon him, as 
upon a man slowly wakmg from a healthy sleep, 
a pleasure in eveiything. He felt that the hedges 
were what hedges should be, hvmg walls ; that a 
hedge is hke a human army, disciplmed, but all 
the more alive. He saw high elms behind the 
hedges, and vaguely thought how happy boys 
would be chmbmg there Then his carriage 
took a turn of the path, and he saw suddenly and 
quietly, hke a long, low, sunset cloud, a long, 
low house, mellow m the mild hght of sunset. 
All the SIX friends compared notes afterwards 
and quarrelled ; but they all agreed that m some 
unaccoimtable way the place remmded them of 
their boyhood. It was either this elm-top or 
that crooked path, it was either this scrap of 
orchard or that shape of a wmdow; but each 
man of them declared that he could remember 
this place before he could remember his mother. 

When the carnages eventually rolled up to a 
large, low, cavernous gateway, another man m 
the same uniform, but weanng a silver star on 
the grey breast of his coat, came out to meet 
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them. This impressive person said to the be- 
wildered Syme — 

“Refreshments are provided for you in your 
room.” 

Syme, under the influence of the same mes- 
meric sleep of amazem^t, went up the large 
oaken stairs after the respectful attendant. He 
entered a splendid smte of apartments that seemed 
to be designed specially for him. He walked iqi 
to a long mirror with the ordmary mstmct of his 
class, to pull his tie strai^t or to smooth his hair ; 
and there he saw the frightful figure that he was — 
blood runnmg down his face from where the 
bough had struck him, his hair standmg out like 
yellow rags of rank grass, his clothes tom mto 
long wavermg tatters. At once the whole emgma 
sprang up, simply as the question of how he had 
got there, and how he was to get out again. 
Exactly at the same moment a man in blue, 
who had been appomted as his valet, said very 
solemnly — 

“ I have put out your clothes, sir.” 

“ Clothes ! ” said Syme sardomcaUy. “ I have 
no clothes except these,” and he lifted two long 
strips of his frock-coat m fascmatmg festqons, 
and made a movement as if to twirl like a ballet 
girl 

“ My master asks me to say,” said the atten- 
dant, “ that there is a fancy ^ess ball to-mght, 
and that he desires you to put on the costume that 
I have laid out. Meanwhile, sir, there is a bottle 

241 



THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY 

of Burgundy and some cold pheasant, which he 
hopes you will not refuse, as it is some hours 
before supper.” 

” Cold pheasant is a good thing,” said Syme 
reflectively, “and Burgundy is a spanking good 
thing. But really I do not want either of them so 
much as I want to know what the devil aU this 
means, and what sort of costume you have got 
laid out for me. Where is it ? ” 

The servant lifted oS a kind of ottoman a long 
peacock-blue drapery, rather of the nature of a 
domino, on the front of which was emblazoned 
a large golden sun, and which was splashed here 
and there with flaming stars and crescents. 

“ You’re to be dressed as Thursday, sir,” said 
the valet somewhat affably. 

" Dressed as Thursday ! ” said Syme m medita- 
tion. “ It doesn’t sound a warm costume.” 

“ Oh, yes, su,” said the other eagerly, “ the 
Thursday costume is quite warm, sir. It fastens 
up to the dun ” 

“Well, I don’t understand anything,” said 
Syme, sighmg “ I have been used so long to 
uncomfortable adventures that comfortable ad- 
ventures knock me out. StiU, I may be allowed 
to ask why I should be particularly hke Thursday 
m a green frock spotted all over with the sun and 
moon. Those orjbs, I think, shme on other days. 
I once saw the moon on Tuesday, I remember.” 

“ Beg pardon, su,” said the valet, “ Bible also 
provided for you,” and with a respectful and 
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rigid finger he pointed out a passage in the filxst 
chapter of Genesis. Syme read it wondering. 
It was that in which the fourth day of the week 
is associated with the creation of the sun and 
moon. Here, however, they reckoned from a 
Christian Sunday. 

“ This IS gettmg wilder and wilder,” said Syme, 
as he sat down m a chair. “Who are these 
people who provide cold pheasant and Burgundy, 
and green clothes and Bibles ? Do they provide 
eveiything ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, everything,” said the attendant 
gravely. “ Shall I help you on with your 
costume ? ” 

“ Oh, hitch the bally thing on ! ” said Syme 
impatiently. 

But thou^ he affected to despise the mummery, 
he felt a curious freedom and naturalness in his 
movements as the blue and gold garment fell 
about him ; and when he found that he had to 
wear a sword, it stirred a boyish dream. As he 
passed out of the room he fiung the folds across 
his shoulder with a g^ture, his sword stood out 
at an angle, and he had all the swagger of a 
troubadour. For these disguises did not dis- 
guise, but reveal. 
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As Syme strode along the comdor he saw the 
Secretary standing at the top of a great fli^t of 
stairs. The man had never looked so noble. He 
was draped m a long robe of starless black, down 
the centre of which fell a band or broad stripe of 
pure white, hke a smgle shaft of hght The 
whole looked like some very severe ecclesiastical 
vestment There was no need for Syme to search 
his memory or the Bible m order to remember 
that the jSrst day of creation marked the mere 
creation of hght out of darkness The vestment 
Itself would alone have suggested the symbol ; 
and Syme felt also how perfectly this pattern of 
pure white and black expressed the soul of the 
pale and austere Secretary, with his inhuman 
veracity and his cold frenzy, which made him so 
easily make war on the anarchists, and yet so 
easily pass for one of them Syme was scarcely 
surprised to notice that, amid all the ease and 
hospitahty of their new surroundmgs, this man’s 
eyes were stdl stem No smeU of ale or orchards 
could make the Secretary cease to ask a reasonable 
question. 
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If Syme had been able to see himself, he would 
have realized that he, too, seemed to be for the 
first time himself and no one else. For if the 
Secretary stood for that philosopher who loves 
the original and formless h^t, Syme was a type 
of the poet who seeks always to make the light in 
special shapes, to spht it up into sun and star. 
The philosopher may sometimes love the infimte ; 
the poet always loves the fimte. For him the 
great moment is not the creation of hght, but the 
creation of the sun and moon. 

As they descended the broad stairs together 
they overtook Ratchfie, who was clad in sprmg 
green like a himtsman, and the pattern upon 
whose garment was a green tan^e of trees. For he 
stood for that third day on which the earth and 
green things were made, and his square, sensible 
face, with its not unfriendly cymcism, seemed 
appropriate enou^ to it. 

They were led out of another broad and low 
gateway into a very large old English garden, full 
of torches and bonfires, by the broken h^t of 
which a vast carnival of people were dancmg m 
motley dress. Syme seemed to see every shape 
m Nature mutated m some crazy costume There 
was a man dressed as a wmdn^ with enormous 
sails, a man dressed as an elephant, a man dressed 
as a balloon ; the two last, together, seemed to 
keep the thread of their farcical adventures. 
Syme even saw, with a queer thrill, one dancer 
dressed like an enormous hombiU, with a beak 
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twice as big as hims elf — ^the queer bird which had 
fixed itself on his fancy like a living question while 
he was rushing down the long road at the Zoo- 
logical Gardens. There were a thousand other 
such objects, however. There was ^ dancing 
lamp-post, a dancmg apple tree, a d^cmig ship. 
One would have thou^t that the imtan^ble tune 
of some mad musician had set all the'i^ommon 
objects of field and street dancmg an eternal jig. 
And long afterwards, when Syme was middle- 
aged and at rest, he could never see one of those 
particular objects — a. lamp-post, or an apple tree, 
or a wmdmiU — without thinking that it was a 
strayed reveller from that revel of masquerade. 

On one side of this lawn, alive with dancers, 
was a sort of green bank, hke the terrace m such 
old-fashioned gardens. 

Along this, m a kmd of crescent, stood seven 
great chairs, the thrones of the seven days. Gogol 
and Dr. Bull were already m their seats ; the 
Professor was just mounting to his Gogol, or 
Tuesday, had his simphcity well symbolized by a 
dress designed upon the division of the waters, 
a dress that separated upon his forehead and fell 
to his feet, grey and silver, like a sheet of rain. 
The Professor, whose day was that on which the 
birds and fishes — the ruder forms of life — were 
created, had a dress of dim purple, over which 
sprawled gog^e-eyed fishes and outrageous tro- 
pical birds, the muon m him of unfathomable 
fancy and of doubt. Dr Bull, the last day of 
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Creation, wore a coat covered with heraldic 
animals m red and gold, and on his cr^t a man 
rampant. He lay back in his chair with a 
broad smile, the picture of an optimist in his 
elemaat. 

One by one the wanderers ascended the bank 
and sat in their strange seats. As each of them 
sat down a roar of enthusiasm rose from the 
carmval, such as that with which crowds receive 
kings. Cups were clashed and torches shaken, 
and feathered hats flung m the air. The men for 
whom these thrones were reserved were men 
crowned with some extraordmary laurels. But 
the central chair was empty. 

Syme was on the left hand of it and the Secre- 
tary on' the right. The Secretary looked across 
the empty throne at Syme, and said, compressing 
his bps — 

“ We do not know yet that he is not dead in 
a field.” 

Alm ost as Syme heard the words, he saw on 
the sea of human faces m front of him a fri^tful 
and beautiful alteration, as if heaven had opened 
behind his head. But Sunday had only passed 
silently along the front like a shadow, and had 
sat m the central seat. He was draped plainly, 
m a pure and terrible white, and his hair was like 
a silver flame on his forehead. 

For a long time — ^it seemed for hours — Hbat 
huge masquerade of mankind swayed and stamped 
in front of them to marchmg and exultant music. 
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Every couple dancing seemed a separate romance ; 
it might be a fairy dancmg with a pillar-box, or a 
peasant girl dancmg with the moon ; but m each 
case It was, somehow, as absurd as Ahce m 
Wonderland, yet as grave and kmd as a love 
story. At last, however, the thick crowd began 
to thm Itself. Couples stroUed away mto the 
garden-walks, or began to drift towards that end 
of the buildmg where stood smoking, m huge 
pots hke fish-kettles, some hot and scented 
mixtures of old ale or wme. Above all these, 
upon a sort of black framework on the roof of 
the house, roared m its iron basket a gigantic 
bonfire, which ht up the land for miles. It flung 
the homely effect of firelight over the face of vast 
forests of grey or brown, and it seemed to fill with 
warmth even the emptiness of upper night. Yet 
this also, after a time, was allowed to grow fainter ; 
the dim groups gathered more and more round 
the great cauldrons, or passed, laughmg and 
clattermg, mto the inner passages of that ancient 
house. Soon there were only some ten loiterers 
m the garden ; soon only four Finally the last 
stray merry-maker ran mto the house whoopmg 
to his compamons The fire faded, and the slow, 
strong stars came out And the seven strange 
men were left alone, like seven stone statues on 
their chairs of stone Not one of them h»f1 
^oken a word 

They seemed m no haste to do so, but heard in 
silence the hum of insects and the distant song of 
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one bird Then Sunday spoke, but so dreamily 
that he might have been contmumg a •onversation 
rather than beginning one. 

“ We will eat and drink later,” he !^d. “ Let 
us remain together a htde, we who have loved 
each other so sadly, and have fought so long. I 
seem to remember only centuries of heroic war, 
m which you were always heroes — epic on epic, 
ihad on ihad, and you ^ways brothers m arms. 
Whether it was but recently (for time is nothing), 
or at the beginning of the world, I sent you out 
to war. I sat m the darkness, where there is not 
any created thing, and to you I was only a voice 
commandmg valour and an unnatural ^virtue. 
You heard the voice m the dark, and you never 
heard it agam. * The sun in heaven demed it, 
the earth and sky demed it, all human wisdom 
denied it. And when I met you m the dayhght 
I demed it myself ” 

Syme stirred sharply m his seat, but otherwise 
there was silence, and the mcomprehensible 
went on 

“ But you were men. You did not forget your 
secret honour, though the whole cosmos turned 
an engme of torture to tear it out of you I 
knew how near you were to heU I know how 
you, Thursday, crossed swords with Kmg Satan, 
and how you, Wednesday, named me m the hour 
without hope.” 

There was complete silence m the starht garden, 
and then the black-browed Secretary, implacable, 
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turned in ius chair towards Sunday, and said in a 
harsh voice — 

Who and what are you ? ” 

“ I am the Sabbath,” said the other without 
movmg. “ I am the peace of God ” 

The Secretary started up, and stood crushmg 
his costly robe m his hand. 

“ I know what you mean,” he cried, ** and it 
IS exactly that that I cannot forgive you. I know 
you are contentment, optimism, what do they 
call the thing, an ultimate reconohation Well, 
I am not reconciled. If you were the man in 
the dark room, why were you also Sunday, an 
offence* to the sunlight ? If you were from the 
first our father and our friend, why were you 
also our greatest enemy ? We wept, we fled 
in terror; the iron entered into our souls — 
and you are the peace of God 1 Oh, I can 
forgive God His anger, though it destroyed 
nations ; but I cannot forgive Him His 
peace ” 

Simday answered not a word, but very slowly 
he turned his face of stone upon Syme as if asking 
a question. 

“ No,” said Syme, “ I do not feel fierce like 
that. I am grateful to you, not only for wine 
and hospitality here, but for many a fine scamper 
and free fight. But I should like to know. My 
soul and heart are as happy and quiet here as this 
old garden, but my reason is still crymg out. I 
should hke to know.” 
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Sunday looked at RatcliSe, whose dear voice 
said — 

“ It seems so silly that you should have been 
on both sides and fought youreelf.” 

Bull said — 

“ I understand nothing, but I am happy. In 
fact, I am gomg to sleep.” 

“ I am not happy,” said the Professor with his 
head m his hands, because I do not understand. 
You let me stray a little too near to heU.” 

And then Gogol said, with the absolute sim- 
phcity of a child — 

“ I wish I knew why I was hurt so much.” 

StiU Sunday said nothing, but only sat with 
his mighty chin upon his hand, and gazed at the 
distance Then at last he said — 

“ I have heard your complamts in order And 
here, I think, comes another to complain, and we 
will hear him also.” 

The faUmg fire m the great cresset threw a last 
long gleam, like a bar of bummg gold, across 
the dun grass. Against this fiery band was 
outhned m utter black the advancing legs of a 
black-clad figure He seemed to have a fine close 
smt with knee-breeches such as that which was 
worn by the servants of the house, only that it 
was not blue, but of this absolute sable. He had, 
like the servants, a kind of sword by his side. It 
was only when he had come qmte close to the 
crescent of the seven and flung up his face to look 
at them, that S3mie saw, with thunder-struck 
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clearness, that the face was the broad, almost 
ape-hke face of his old friend Gregory, with its 
rank red hair and its msultmg smile 

“ Gregory ! ” gasped Syme, half nsmg from 
his seat. “ Why, this is the real anarchist ! ” 
“Yes,” said Gregory, with a great and dan- 
gerous restramt, “ I am the real anarchist ” 

“ ‘ Now there was a day,’ ” murmured BuU, 
who seemed really to have fallen asleep, “ ‘ when 
the sons of God came to present themselves before 
the Lord, and Satan came also among them ’ ” 

“ You are right,” said Gregory, and gazed all 
round. “ I am a destroyer. I would destroy 
the world if I could ” 

A sense of a pathos far imder the earth stirred 
up m Syme, and he spoke brokenly and without 
sequence. 

“ Oh, most unhappy man,” he cried, “ try to 
be happy ! You have red hair like your sister ” 

“ My red hair, like red flames, shall bum up the 
world,” said Gregory. “ I thought I hated 
everythmg more than common men can hate 
anything , but I find that I do not hate everythmg 
as much as I hate you ! ” 

“ I never hated you,” said Syme very sadly 
Then out of this umnteUigible creature the last 
thunders broke. 

“ You • ” he cried. “ You never hated because 
you never hved I know what you are all of you, 
from first to last — you are the people m power ! 
You are the pohce — the great fat, smilmg men m 
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blue and buttons ! You are the Law, and you 
have never been broken. But is there a free soul 
alive that does not long to break you, only 
because you have never been broken ? We m 
revolt talk aU kmd of nonsense doubtless about 
this crime or that crime of the Government. It 
IS aU folly ! The only crime of the Government 
is that It governs. The unpardonable sin of the 
supreme power is that it is supreme. I do not 
curse you for bemg cruel. I do not curse you 
(thou^ I rmght) for bemg kind I curse you for 
bemg safe • You sit m your chairs of stone, and 
have never come down from them. You are the 
seven angels of heaven, and you have had no 
troubles. Oh, I could forgive you every thin g 
you that rule all mankmd, if I could feel for once 
that you had suffered for one hour a real agony 
such as I ” 

Syme sprang to his feet, shakmg from head to 
foot. 

“ I see everything,” he cried, “ everything that 
there is Why does each thing on the earth war 
against each other thing ? Why does each small 
thing m the world have to fight agamst the world 
Itself ? Why does a fly have to fight the whole 
umverse ? Why does a dandehon have to fight 
the whole universe ? For the same reason that I 
had to b^ alone m the dreadful Council of the 
Days. So that each thing that obeys law may 
have the glory and isolation of the anarchist. So 
that each man fightmg for order may be as brave 
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and good a man as the dynamiter. So that the 
real lie of Satan may be flung back m the face of 
this blasphemer, so that by tears and torture we 
may earn the nght to say to this man, * You lie ! ’ 
No agonies can be too great to buy the right to 
say to this accuser, ‘ We also have suffered.* 

“ It is not true that we have never been broken. 
We have been broken upon the wheel. It is not 
true that we have never descended from these 
thrones. We have descended mto hell. We 
were complaimng of unforgettable misenes even 
at the very moment when this man entered 
insolently to accuse us of happiness. I repel the 
slander , we have not been happy. I can answer 
for every one of the great guards of Law whom 

he has accused At least ** 

He had turned his eyes so as to see suddenly 
the great face of Sunday, which wore a strange 
smile. 

“ Have you,” he cried m a dreadful voice, 
“ have you ever suffered ? ” 

As he gazed, the great face grew to an awful 
size, grew larger than the colossal mask of 
Memnon, which had made him soream as a child. 
It grew larger and larger, fillin g the whole sky; 
then everythmg went black. Only m the black- 
ness before it entirely destroyed his bram he 
seemed to hear a distant voice saymg a^common- 
place text that he had heard somewhere, “ Can 

ye drink of the cup that I dnnk of ? ” 

* * * # 
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When men in books awake from a vision^ they 
commonly find themselves ih some place in which 
they nught have fallen asleep ; th^ yawn m a 
chair, or hft themselves with bruised limbs from 
a field. Syme’s eciqienence was somethmg much 
more psychologically strange if th«e was indeed 
anythmg unreal, m the earthly sense, about the 
thmgs he had gone throng. For while he could 
always remember afterwards that he had swooned 
before the face of Sunday, he could not remember 
havmg ever come to at all. He could only 
remember that gradually and naturally he knew 
that he was and had been walkmg along a country 
lane with an easy and conversation^ companion. 
That companion had been a part of his recent 
drama ; it was the red-haired poet Gregory. 
They were walkmg like old friends, and were in 
the middle of a conversation about some triviality. 
But Syme could only fedl an unnatural buoyancy 
m bis body and a crystal sunphcity m his mind 
that seemed to be superior to everything that he 
said or did. He fdt he was m possession of some 
impossible good news, which made every other 
thiTig a tnviahty, but an adorable triviahty. 

Dawn was breakmg over evmything m colours 
at once dear and timid ; as if Nature made a first 
attempt at yellow and a first attempt at rose. A 
breeze blew so clean and sweet, that one could not 
think that It blew from the sky ; it blew rather 
through some hole m the sky. Syme felt a simple 
surprise when he saw nsmg all round him on both 
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sides of the road the red, irregular buildings pf 
Saffron Park. He Aad no idea that he had 
walked so near London. He walked by instinct 
along one white road, on which early birds hopped 
sang, and found himsdf outside a fenced 
garden. There he saw the sister of Gregory, the 
girl with the gold-red hair, cutUng lilac before 
breakfast, with the great unconscious gravity of 
a girl. 


THOE END 
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